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THE PROGRESS OF GENIUS. 



BOOK I. 



Ah ! who can tellliC>ir.h8()rd.1t in tdclunb « *' . 
The steep wher6 Tdtu^s ptoua temple 'shines "afar ! 
Ah ! who can tell howU^eyiy.alBoul 8ub)iiir<e 
Hath felt the influ'ence^of mali^ijba^t ^tfit^ ^ 
And wag'd with I'ottune an ^terriaLwar^ 
Checked by the scoff pf i^ixie, '.)/ JJ^iyy'*? froivn, 
And Poverty's unconquerable bar, 
In life's low vale remote hath pin'd alone. 
Then dropt in|o the grave, unpitled and unknown. 

And yet the languor of inglorious days 

Not equally oppressive is to all. 

Him, who ne'er listen'd to the voice of praise, 

The silence of neglect can ne'er appal. 

There are, who, deaf to mad Ambition's call. 

Would shrink to hear the obstreperous trump of 

Fame; 
Supremely blest, if to theit pottioxi ^«^ 
Health, competence, and peace, l^ox^vv^^^ "^^^^ 
HadlTe, whose simple tale these axXXes^Vvfta^^^^^"^' 

B 



14 THE MINSTREL. 

The rolls of fame I will not now explore ; 
Nor need I here describe in learned lay, 
How forth Tlie Minstrel far'd in days of yore^ 
Right glad of heart, but homely in array ; 
His waving locks and beard all hoary gray : 
And from his bending shoulder decent hung 
His harp, the sole companion of his way, 
Which to the whistling wind responsive rung : 
And ever as he went some merry lay he sung. 

Fret not thyself, thou glittering child of pride, 
That a poor villager inspires my strain ; 
Wilji !hee«Je\ I^ag^autr^ aflflPojver abide : 
y {^•gjn'k\j^ Mjises ijaii^t \^<^ sj^yan reign ; 
Where tl^rq,' wild^rov^ 9.t eve the lonely swain 
Enraptur^Yoa^, ^gafej)n Nature ""s charms. 
They ha\e th*e fenSual. and scorn the vain. 
The p^ag\^e«tj^eir^igiqvti2ce pever warms. 
Nor hin» wficM sbrcUdCseul lh»)ovc of gold alarms. 

Though richest hues the peacock''s plumes adorn, 
Yet horror screams from bis discordant throat. 
Rise, sons of harmony, and hail the morn, 
While warbling larks on russet pinions float : 
Or seek at noon the woodland scene remote. 
Where the gray linnets carol from the hill. 
O let them ne're, with artificial note. 
To please a tyrant strain their little bill, 
But sing what Heaven inspires, and wander where they 
will. 



THE MINSTREL. 15 

Liberal, not lavish, is kind Nature's hand ; 
Nor was perfection made for roan below. 
Yet all her schemes with nicest art are plann'd, 
Good counteracting ill, and gladness wo. 
With gold and gems if "Chilian mountains glow. 
If bleak and barren Scotia^s hills arise ; 
There j)lague and poison, lust and rapine grow ; 
Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the skies. 
And freedom fires the soul, and sparkles in the eyes. 

Then grieve not, thou, to whom the indulgent Muse 
Vouchsafes a p<)rtion of celestial fire ; 
Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuse 
The imperial banquet and the rich attire. 
Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre. 
Wilt thou debase the heart which God refinM ? 
No ; let thy heaven-taught soul to heayen aspire, 
To fancy, freedom, harmony, resign ; 
Ambition's groveling crew for ever left behind. 

Canst thou forego the pure ethereal soul, 
In each fine sense so exquisitely keen. 
On the dull couch of luxury to loll. 
Stung with disease and stupified with spleen ; 
Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's screen ; 
£ven from thyself thy loathsome heart to hide, 
(The mansion then no more of joy serene,) 
Where fear, distrust, malevolence, abide, 
And impotent desire, sinddisappoixvt.ed'^vv.^^^. 

O how canst thou renounce the )oo\iTvd\^^'s» %x«t^ 
Of charms which Nature loYiet vote^^^ Y^eX^"«^\ 



10 THB MINSTRB^. 

The warbling woodland, the resoundine shore, 
The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields ; 
All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 
And all that echoes to the song of even, 
All that the mountain's sheltering bosom shields, 
And all the dread magnificence of heaven, — 
O how canst thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven ? 

These charms shall work thy soul's eternal health, 
And love, and gentleness, and joy, impart ; 
But these thou must renounce, if lust of wealth 
E'er win its way to thy corrupted heart ; 
For, ah ! it poisons like a scorpion's dart ; 
Prompting th' ungenerous wish, the selfish scheme, 
The stern resolve, unmov'd by pity's smart, 
The troublous day, and long distressful dream. — 
Return, my roving muse, resume thy purposed theme* 

There Uv'd in Gothic days, as legends tell, 
A shepherd-swain, a man of low degree ; 
Whose sires, perchance, in Fairyland might dwell, 
Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady ; 
But he, I ween, was of the north countrie :* 
A nation famM for song, and beauty's charms ; 
Zealous, yet modest ; innocent, though free ; 
Patient of toil ; serene amidst alarms ; 
Inflexible in faith ; invincible in arms. 

* There ia hmrdly ao ancient Bal\«rt oT'RQTaw\t^,'w\xctfc\tk 
«>»/ or Harper appears, but he \% ch*r%c\enxeA,M ^.VT ^ 
/IS^^' to Aare been •» of tke I9»nh CcmiaTir ." W « w 

SS//^*Zr^° ^*« wortii of the Trent. See Petces^* ^^^^ 



The shepherd-swa 
On Scotia's mount: 
The sickle, scythe, t 
An honest heart wai 
His drink the living > 
The milky dams supp 
Their kindly fleece to 
And he, tho' oft with c 
Did guide and guard tk 
they went. 

From labour health, fron 
Contentment opes the so\ 
He envied not, be never t 
Nor from those appetites t 
Which chance may frustra 
Nor fate his calm and hum 
He moumM no recreant fri< 
For OB his vows the blamel 
Vnd her alone he lovM, and 1< 

No Jealousy their dawn of 

Nor blasted were their wed 

^ach season look'd delightf 

^o the fond husband, and 1 

eyond the lowly vale of si 

iey never roam'd ; secun 

\ath in ambition^s lofty 1 

lere peace and love are 

ie, each, bud of. joy ind' 




18 THE 1I1K8TKEL. 

The wight, whose tale iheae aillssE Udbs unlbld 
Was all the oSspiing of tlut humble pnii. 
His birth DO ocacls or eeei foratold : 
No prodigy appesr'd in eaith oi air, 
Noi aught that might a itrange eveiit declare. 
Tou guesi each circumstance of Edwin'i luctb ; 
The pBienl's traniport and the parent's caie ; 
The gos^p's prayer for wealth, and wit, aoul worth; 
And one long summer-day of indolence and mirtl^ 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy ; 
Deep thought oft Mcin'd to fix his infant eye. 
Daindes he heeded not, iior gaude, nor toy, 
Save one ahori pipe of rudeit minslrelsy. 
Silent, when glad; afiectionate, though shy; 
And now bis look was most demurely sad, 
And now he laogh'd aloud, yet none knew why. 
The neighbours Btar'd and eigh'd, yet bleaa'd the lad 
Some deem'd him wondrouB wise, hjuI lonie beUaVd 



But why should I his childish leals display ! 
Concourse, and noise, and toil, be erei Bed : 
Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous ba.y 
Of squabbling imp, but to the forest sped, 
Or roam'd at Urge the lonely moun[Bin''8heBd;. 
Or, where the maze of some bewilder'd stream 
To deep uulrodden groves his footsteps led, 
There would he wander wild, till Pcebus'beam, 
Shot from the western cliS^ leleaa'd the weuy taa« 



THB VmiTRSL. Id 

The exploit of strength, dexterity, or speedy 
To him QPV vamty Qor joy could bring. 
His heart, &om cruel sport estrang'd, would bleed 
To work the wo of any living thing, 
By trap, or net ; by arrow, or by sling ; 
These be detested, those he scom'd to wield : 
He wish'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant fiir less, or traitor of the field ; 
And suie the sylvan reign unbloody joy ought yield. 

Lq { where the stripHng, wrapt.in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o'erbung with pine; 
Xnd sees, on high, anudst the encircling groves, 
From cM to chS the ihaming torieats shine : 
While waters, woods, and winds, i» concert join. 
And echo swells the chorus to the riiies — 
Would Edwin this majestic scene vesigA 
For aught the huntsman's puny (»aft si^plies? 
Ah ! no : he better knows great N'atuj^e's channs to 
prize. 

And oft he tracM the u^ands to survey. 
When o'er the sky advanced the Jtindling dawn. 
The crimson cloud, blue main, and mountain gray, 
And lake, dim gleaming, on the smoky lawn ; 
Far to the west the long, loi^ vale withdrawn. 
Where twilight loves to linger for a while ; 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn. 
And villager abjroad atearLy toiU — 
But, lo ! the sun appears ! and heavetvi^ «QJL\!\^^^^^:ci^ 
smile. 



20 THE MINSTREL. 

And oft the craggy clif^he lov'd to climb, 
When all in mist the world below was lost. 
What dreadful pleasure ! there to stand sublime 
Like shipwreck'd mariner on desert coast, 
And view th' enormous waste of vapour, toss'd 
In billows, lengthening to the horizon round. 
Now scoop'd in gulfs, with mountains now emboss^ 
And hear the voice of mirth and song rebound, 
Flocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar profour 

In truth he was a «trange and wayward wight, 
Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful scene. 
In darkness, and in storm, he found delight : 
Nor less, than when on ocean wave serene 
The southern sun di£fus'd his dazzling sheen. 
Even sad vicissitude amus'd his soul : 
And if a sigh would sometimes intervene, 
And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 
A sigh, a tear, so sweet, he wishH not to control. 

« O ye wild groves, — O where is now your bloom ! 
(The Muse interprets thus his tender thought — ) 
^' Your flowers, your verdure, and your balmy gloor 
« Of late so grateful in the hour of drought ! 
<< Why do the birds, that song and rapture brough 
*^ To all your bowers^ their mansions now forsake : 
*^ Ah ! why has fickle diance this ruin wrought f 
^' For now the storm howls mournful thro' the brak( 
'< And the dead ibliage flies in many a shapeless flali 



THB MIVSTEKL. 

'< Wliere now the rill, melodious, pure, And 
''And meads, with life, and mirth, and 

crowned ! 
<< Ah ! see the unsightly slime, and sluggish 
'* Have all the solitary vale imbrown'd ; 
'< Fled each fair form, and mute each melting 
**' The raven croaks forlorn on naked spray : 
<* And, hark ! the river bursting every mount 
'< Down the vale thunders, and with wastefi 
'< Uproots the grove, and rolls the shatterM rock 

<< Yet such the destiny of all on earth : 
" So flourishes and fades majestic Man* 
<< Fair is the bud his vernal mom brings fort 
« And fostering gales awhile the nuii|lng fax 
<* O smile, ye heavens, serene ! ye mildews \ 
<< Ye blighting whirlwinds, spare his balmy ] 
<< Nor lessen of his liie the little span. 
'< Borne on the swift, tho' silent, wings of Ti 
« Old-age comes on apace to ravage all the clii 

<< And be it so. Let those deplore their doon 
<< Whose hope still grovels in this dark sojou 
<< But lofty souls, who look beyond the tomb 
** Can smile at Fate, and wonder how they 
<< Shall spring to these sad scenes no more r 
<< Is yonder wave the sun's eternal bed ? — 
« Soon thaU the orient with new lustre burn 
<< And spring shall soon her vital influence si 
'* Again attune the grove^ a^^m ;idLOtw^^\Bs 



22 THE MINSTREL. 

<< ShaH I be left abandoned in the dust, 
<* When Fate, relenting, lets the flower revive / 
** Shall Nature's voice, to man alone unjusr, 
**Bid him, tho' doom'd to perish, hope to live ? 
**Is it for this fair Virtue oft must strive 
'* With disappointment, penury, and pain ? — 
**No ; Heaven's immortal spring shall yet arrive 
'* And man's majestic beauty bloom again, [reig 
** Bright thro' the eternal year of Love's triumpha 

This truth sublime his simple sire had taught. 
In sooth, 'twas almost all the shepherd knew, 
No subtle nor superfluous lore he sought. 
Nor ever wish'd his Edwin to pursue. [vie 

<* Let man's own sphere," quoth he, " confine 
**Be man's peculiar work his sole delight." 
And much, and oft, he warnM him to eschew 
Falsehood and guile, and aye maintain the right. 
By pleasure unsubdued, unawed by lawless might. 

** And, from the prayer of Want, and plaint of W< 
"O never, never turn away thine car, 
** Forlorn in this bleak wilderness below, 
<< Ah ! what were man, should Heaven refVise to he 
**To others do (the law is not severe) 
** What to thyself thou wishest to be done. 
** Forgive thy foes ; and love thy parents dear, 
<< And friends and native land ; nor those alone ; 
<( All human weal and wo learn thou to make thi 
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■4 THB HIHSTEEL. 

To tiBuaMd Miaam, remote ftcHn man be hied. 
Where Pays of yore their revelB «onl to keep; 
And then let Fancy roam at \atga, liU deep 
A TiHOn biou^I to his entrftnced light. 
And first, a wildly-murmuiing wind 'gan creep, 
Shrill to bia ringing ear ; then tapers bright, 
With instuitaneDui gleam, inum'd tUs tbuU of N1^ 

AnOB in Tie* a portal'* btaion'd arch 
Amie ; the trumpet bide the valves unfold, 
And forth an host of little vii.rn.att march, 
Orasiriog tlie tUamond lance, uid targe of gold. 
Their locA was gentle, their demeanour hold, 
And giean their helnn, and green their silk attln | 
And here uid there, right venerably old. 
The tong-rob'd minstrels wake the warbling wlta, 
And some with mellow breath the martial jHpe inapt 

With mertiinent, and song, and timbrels clear, 
A (roop of damea from myrtle bowers advance ; 
The little wairion doff the targe and ipear, 
And loud eidivening strains provoke Ibe dane*, 
Thry meet, they dart away, they wheel aikuie*; 
To right, to left, they thrid the ifying maie ; 
Now bound aloft with vigorous spring, then gluM 
Rapid along : with many-colour'd rays 
Of tapers, gems, and gold, the echoing forests blaiSi 

The dream 'a fled. Provd hnibinget of day, 
Who scar'dsl the vision with thy clarion shrill, 
Fell chanticleer '. who oft has 'left. a-we.^ 
-^y fancied gooil, and biou^ ■>i\>ftMifi»i'a\ 



THE MIN8TREL. 25 

O to thy cursed scream, discordant still, 
Let Harmony aye diut her gentle ear : 
^Thy boastful mirth let jealous rivals spill, 
Insult thy crest, and glossy pinions tear, 
And ever in tby dreams the ruthless fox appear. 

Forbear, my Muse. Let love attune tby line. 
Revoke the spelL Thine Edwin frets not so. 
For how should he at wicked chance repine. 
Who feels from every change amusement flow ? 
Even now his eyes with smiles of rapture glow^ 
As on be wanders through the seene^ of morn, 
Where the fresh flowers in living lustre blow. 
Where thousand pearls the dewy lawns adorn, 
A thousand notes of joy in every breeze are borne. 

But who the melodies of mom can tell ? 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain side ; 
The lowing herd ; the sheepfold's simple bell ; 
The pipe of early shepherd dim descried 
In the lone valley ; echoing far and wide 
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above ; 
The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide ; 
The hum of bees, and linnet's lay of love. 
And the full choir that wakes the universal grove. 

The cottage curs at early pilgrim bark ; 
Crown'd with her pail the tripping milk-maid sings ; 
The whistling ploughman stalks afield ; andhavk.'. 
Down the rough slope the potkAfttoMa"«%^'B^'«^^'> 

c 



' Nature, how in every charm supreme ! 
/hose votaries feast on raptures ever new ! 
for the voice and fire of seraphim, 
b sing thy glories with devotion due I 
lest be the day I Vaped the wrangling crew^ 
rom Pyrrho's maze, and EiHCurus' sty ; 
nd held high converse with the godlike few, 
^ho to the enrapturM heart, and ear, and eye, 
ch beauty, virtue, truth, and love, and melod] 

ence ! ye, who snare and stupiiy the mind, 
)phist8 ! of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane ! 
reedy and fell though impotent and blind^ 
'^ho spread your filthy nets in Truth^s fair fan 
nd ever ply your venom'd fangs amain ! 
ence to dark Error's den, whose rankling tliir 
rst gave your form ! hence ! lest the Muse ' 
deign 



. ^vcu;ey ana innocenc 

Ah me ! abandoned on the lonesome plai 
As yet poor Edwin never knew your lore, 
Save when against the winter's drenching 
And driving snow, the cottage shut the doc 
Then, as instructed by tradition hoar, 
Her legends when the Beldam 'gan impart, 
Or chant the old heroic ditty o'er. 
Wonder and joy ran thrilling to his heart : 
Much he the tale admir'd, but more the tunefu 

Various and strange was the long-winded tal 
And halls, and knights, and feats of arms, disp 
Or merry swains, who qua£f the nut-brown al 
And sing, enamoured, of the nut-brown maid ; 
The moon-light revel of the fairy glade ; . 
Or hags, that suckle an infernal brood. 
And ply in caves the unn**"— ' * 



r« » » /• 



But thou, who Heaven's just vengeance dai'it 

This deed with fruitless tears shall soon deplor 
When Death lays weiste thy house, and flame 
8ume thy store. 

A stifled smile of stem vindictive joy 
Brightened one moment Edwin's starting tear^ 
<*But why should gold roan's feeble mind decaj 
<< And innocence thus die by doom severe ?" 
O Edwin ! while thy heart is yet sincere, 
Th' assaults of discontent and doubt repe' 
Dark even at noon-tide is our mortal sph 
But let us hope — ^to doubt, is to rebel,— 
Let us exult in hope, that all shall yet ^^ 



^Ew tAe One old balUd, called, 7 
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. .. ^^uuniy wnom aouDi 
. o censure Fate, and pious Hope forego 
Like yonder blasted boughs by lightning i 
Perfection, beauty, life, they never know, 
But frown on all that pass, a monument of v 

Shall he, whose birth, maturity, and age, 
Scarce fill the circle of one summer-day, 
Shall the poor gnat with discontent and ra§ 
Exclaim, that Nature hastens to decay^ 
If but a cloud obstruct the solar ray, 
If but a momentary shower descend ! 
Or shall frail man Heaven's dread decree gats 
Which bade the series of events extend 
Wide thro' unnumber'd worlds, and ages without 

One part, one little part, we dimly scan 
Thro' the dark medium of life's feverish drp— 
Yet dare arraign the w^'*^'- 



30 TBE IflVSTRBL. 

On Fancy'^c wing above this vale of tears ; 
Where dark cold-hearted skeptics, creeping, {wre 
Through nicrosoope of metaphysic lore ; 
And mach they grqpe for truth, but never hit. 
For why ? their powers, inadequate before, 
This art preposterous renders more unfit ; [wit. 

Tet deem they darkness light, and their vain blonden 

Nor was this ancient dame a foe to mirth. 
Her ballad, jest, and riddle's quaint device. 
Oft cheerM the shepherds round their social hearth ; 
Whom levity or spleen could ne'er entice 
To purchase chat or laughter, at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it faith exceed. 
That Nature forms a rustic taste so nice. 
Ah ! had they been of court or city breed, 
Such delkacy w«re ri^t marvellous indeed. 

Oft when the winter-«torm had ceas'd to rave, 
He roam'd the snowy waste at even, to view 
The cloud stupendous, from th' Atlantic wave 
Hig^iHowering, sail along lii' horizon blue : 
Where ^midst the changeful scenery ever new 
Fancy a thousand wondrous forms descries 
More wildly great tlian ever peacil drew. 
Rocks, torrents, gulft, and shapes of giant-sise. 
And glittering cHiTs on clifEs, and fiery ramparts rise. 

"nieiiee munng onward to the sounding shore, 
The lone enthusiast oft would takbYvv^viv}^ 
Luteaing with pleasing dread to ti)tv«i ^^^^ x^^x 
Ortbe tvide-weltering waves. lii\A^^>t ^xwj 
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WKto 8«lph*nNi8 clouds roIlM am Uie venal dmjr, 
Even then he haslenM firom the haunt of man. 
Along the tresBJldiAg wilderness to stray, • 

What time the tightning't fierce career hegan^ [ran. 
And o'er Heayen^s fending arch the rattfing Aunder 

Responrive to liw spri^^tly pipe when aH 
In sprigtitty dance the Tillage youth were join'di 
Edwin, of flMlody aye held in tfaraD, 
From the mde gambol far remote reclin'd, 
Sooth'd with the soft notes warbling in the wind. 
Ah then, all jollity seem'd noise and folly. 
To the pure soul by Fancy's fire refln^}, 
Ah what is mirth but turbaknee unholy, 
When with the charm compared of heayenly melan- 
choly! 

Is there a heart that music cannot melt? 
Alas ! how is that nigged heart forlorn ! 
Is there, who ne'er tiiose mystic transports foh 
Of scrfitude and melancholy born? 
He needs not woo the Muse : he is her scom. 
The sophist's robe of cobweb he shall twine ; 
Mope o'er the schoolman's peerish page ; or mourn, 
And delve for life in Mammon^ dirty mine ; 
Sneak with the scoundrel fox, or grunt with glutton 
swine. 

For EdwJB, Fate a nobler doom had plann'd ; 
Song was bis /avourite and first puisuiv. 
The wild harp rang to his adventuxo\]AYv%.Tv^^ 
And langui&^d to his bieait tbe pYaVaVv^^ ^>aX«« 



And solitude, bis soul her graces 'gan unfold. 

Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month lost in snow profound, 
When Sol from Cancer sends the season bland, 
And in their northern cave the storms are bourn 
From silent mountains, straight, with startling so! 
Torrents are hurl'd ; green hills emerge ; and la 
The trees with foliage, cli£fs with flowers are err 
Pure rills thro' vales of verdure warbling go 
And wonder, love, and joy, the pcasaut*s hr 
flow.* 



* Spring and Autumn are hardly known 
About the time the sun enters Cancer, their 
1>erore vrere covered with snow, appear on r 
and Bowers. Scheffer^s History of Lapl 



. .mc is more uiou lo. 
^. ouii with truth accords bis taste refii 
At lucre or renown let others aimy 
I only wish to please the gentle mind, 
Whom Nature^s charms inspire, and lore 
kind. 



BOOK II. 



Of chance or change, O let not man complaii 
Else shall he never, never cease to wail : 
For, from the imperial dnt«- 



aI t 
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But auie to foreign clinws we need not nnge. 
Nor learch the ancient reeaidB of oui race, 
To IcBm the dire effect! of lime and change, 
Which in ourwlves, alas ! we daily trace. 
Yet &t the daiken'd eye, the wither'd fi«B, 
Or hoary hair, I never will repine ■■ 
But spare, O Time, whaie'er of mental graM, 
Of candour, love, or aympalhy divine, 
Whate'cr of Fancy's ray, or fricndehip'a flanwunnH 

Sol, obsequiouB to Truth's dread conunaod, 
Shall licre without reluctance change my lay, 
And Binitc the Gothic lyre with hanher hand ; 
Now when I leave that Sowery path for aya 
Of childhood, where I sported many adxy, 
Warbline and sauolering carelcsriy along [ 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 
Each vale romantic, tuneful every tongue, 
Sweet, wild, and artlesa all, as Edwin's infant Kng, 

" Perish the lore that deadens young de^ra," 
Is the soft tenour of my song no more- 
Edwin, tho'lov'd of Heaven, mutt not a>[^i« 
To hllss which mortals never knew before. 
On trembling wings let youthfiil fancy soar, 
Noi always haunt the suony realms of joy ; 
Uutnow and then the Etaadee of lift nplorv, 
Though many a sound and sight of wo anni^. 
And many a quaim of care his rising hopes destroy. 

Vigour 1/nm toil, from ttouWe ^aftente ^im«. 
The weakly btossomi waimui B«mmei\K<*m, 
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Some tints of transient beauty may disclose ; 
But, ah ! it withers in the chilling hour. 
Mark yonder oaks ! superior to the power 
Of all the warring winds of heaven they rise, 
And from the stormy promontory tower, 
And toss their giant arms amid the skies, 
While each assailing blast increase of strength supplies. 

And now the downy cheek and deepen'd voice 
Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime « 
And walks of wider circuit were his choice, 
And vales more wild, and mountains more sublime. 
One evening as he framed the careless rhyme, 
It was his chance to wander far abroad, 
And o'er a lonely eminence to climb, 
Which heretofore his foot had never trode ; 
A vale appeared below, a deep retir'd abode. 

Thither he hied, enamour' d of the scene ; 
For rocks on rocks pil'd, as by magic spell. 
Here scorch'd with lightning, there with ivy green, 
Fenc'd from the north and east this savage dell ; 
Southward a mountain rose with easy swell. 
Whose long, long groves eternal murmur ngtade ; 
And toward the western sim a streamlet fell. 
Where, thro' the cliffs, the eye, remote survey'd 
Blue hills, and glittering waves, and skies in gold 
array'd. 

Along this if%row valley you im%Vi\. ^« 

The wild deer sporting on the iiv^^t^Qw ^wco.^. 
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And h«re and Ibere, a solitary icee. 
Or mossy slone, or lock with woodtdiu craiviiVt 
Oft did the difii reveiberate tbe Kxind 
Of paitsd fragmentB tumbling from on hi^ ; 
AndfroiDthe nimmiloftbat craggy mound 
The perching eagle ofi wbi heard to cry, 
Oi on reioundiDg wii^a to shocit aibwart the tky. 

Ona cultivated spot there was, that spread 
Its (towei7 boaom to the nooo-day beam, 
Where man; a ton-bud rears iu bliufaing bekd) 
ADd herbs for food with future plentj teem. 
Soath'd by thif lulling soand of grove and tdcUDf 
BomBntic vi^ns swnrm on Edwin's soul : 
He ndnded ruit ibe sun's lait trembling gleam, 
Hoc heard Crom Au the ivilight curfew toll ; — 
When slowly on his car these moving accent! stole. 

*' H^ awful scenes, that calm the troubled hi«M 
" And woo Ibe weary to profound repose ; 
** Ckn pBidon's wildest uproar lay to leit, 
" And whisper comliirt to the man of woes ! 
" Here louoceikce may wButer, eaie from foes, 
" And Contemplation soar on seraph wings. 
" O Solitude, the man vbo thee forgoes, 
"Wbsn lucre lure him, or BmbitioQ stings, 
■'Shall neTerkniw the souice whence real grniidi 
springs. 

"Vain man! Is grandeur g^reu to gty atciri? 
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^^To friends, attendants, armies bought with hire? 

^*It is thy weakness that requires their aid: 
- << To palaces, with gold and gems inlayMf 

<< They fear the thief, and tremble in the storm :•— 

<< To hosts thro' carnage who to conquest wade ? 

<< Behold, the victor vanquish'd by the worm ! 
<< Behold what deeds of wo the locust can perform ! 

'< True dignity is his, whose tranquil mind 
<< Virtue has rais'd above the things below, 
<< Who, every hope and fear to Heaven resign'd, 
<< Shrinks not, tho' fortune aim her deadliest blow/' 
— This strain from 'midst the rocks was heard to flow 
In solemn sounds. Now beam'd the evening star; 
And from embattled clouds emerging slow 
Cynthia came riding on^er silver car : 
And hoary mountain-clifls shone faintly from afar. 

Soon did the solemn voice its theme renew : 

(While Edwin wrapt in wonder listening stood ;) 

<' Ye tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 

<' ScornM by the wise, and hated by the good! 

<* Yc only can engage the servile brood 

<< Of Levity and Lust, who, all their days, 

<< Ashamed of truth and liberty, have woo'd, 

<* And huggM the chain, that glittering on their gaze 

^< Seems to outshine the pomp of heaven's empyreal 
blaze. 



*< Like them, abandon'd to Ambition's sway^ 
( I pought for glory in t\\« ^^^« oi ^^^N 



<< And with more leisure ^ed this ipkoun flame^ 
^' Whose rapture far transcends the fairest hopes o 
fame. 

<< The end and the reward of toil is rest. 
<< Be all my prajrer for virtue and for peace. 
^< Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power possess^ 
<< Who ever felt his weight of wo decrease ? 
'< Ah ! what avails the lore of Rome and Greec 
<' The lay heaven-prompted, and harmonious r 
<< The dust of Ophir, or the Tyrlan fleece, 
*' All that art, fortune, enterprise can brinf 
" If envy, scorn, remorse, or pride, the be — 

" Let vanity adorn the marble tomb 
'' W7iA trophies, rhymes, and scutcbe 
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<< In the deep dungeon of some Gi 
^< Where night and desolation eve 
<< Mine be the breezy hill that skin 
" Where a green grassy turf is all 1 
« With here and there a violet bestr 
<< Fast by a brook, or fountain's mur. 
'<And many an evening sun shine i 
grave. 

'< And thitlier let the village swain rept 
*< And, light of heart, the village maide 
<' To deck with dowers her half-dishevc 
<' And celebrate the merry mom of May 
'' There ^t the shepherd's pipe the live-lc 
'^ Fill all the grove with love's bewitching 
<< And when mild Evening comes with ma. 
« Let not the blooming band make haste ti 
'< No ghost nor spell my long and last abode sh 

« For though I fly to 'scape from fortune's 
<<And bear the scars of envy, q>ite, and sc 
<< Yet with mankind no horrid war I wage, 
'< Yet with no impious spleen my breast is t 
'* For virtue lost, and ruin'd man, I mourn 
<< O Man I creation's pride, heaven's darlii 
'< Whom Nature's best, divinest gifts adori 
*' Why from thy home are truth and joy ex 
^* And all thy favourite haunts with blood i 
defil'd ! 

47ongyon glittering sVy yi\i«iX ^ot^ ^Vi' 
Vhat majesty attendft vu?ja>\r* ViN^\l ' 



'' O glance on these sad shades one pitying ra^. 
** To blast the fury of oppressive might, 
" Melt the hard heart to love and mercy's sway, 
'< And cheer the wandering soul, and light him on t 



way." 



Silence ensued : and Edwin raisM his eyes 
In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart, 
" And is it thus in courtly life," he cries, 
*< That man to man acts a betrayer's part ? 
<< And dares he thus the gifts of heaven per 
<< Each social instinct and sublime desire !- 
'< Hail, Poverty ! if honour, wealth, and f 
*' If what the great pursue, and learp" 
'< Thus dissipate and quench the soulV 

He said, and turned away ; noi d\i 
OhrAear, in silent orisons employ 
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The Youth, his rising sorrow to assuage. 
Home as he hied, the evening scene enjoyed ; 
For now no cloud obscures the starry void ; 
The yellow moonlight sleeps on all the hills ; 
Nor is the mind with starting sounds annoy'dy 
A soothing murmur the lone region fills 
Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 

But he from day to day more anxious grew, 
The voice still seem'd to vibrate on his ear, 
Nor durst he hope the Hermit* s tale untrue ; « 
For Man he seem'd to love, and Heaven to fear ; 
And none speaks false, where there is none to hea 
<* Yet can man^s gentle heart become so fell ! - 
<< No more in vain conjecture let me wear 
<< My hours away, but seek the Hermit's cell ; 
<* 'Tis he my doubt can clear, perhAps my care dispel 

At early dawn the Youtli his joqmey took, 
And many a mountain pass'd, and valley wide. 
Then reach the wild ; where in a flowery nook, 
And seated on a mossy stone, he i^ied •• 

An ancient man : his harp lay him beside. 
A stag sprang from the pasture atjiis call. 
And, kneeling, lick'd the wither'd hand that tied 
A wreath of woodbine round his antlers tall, 
And hung his lofty neck with many a flow'ret small 

And now the hoary Sage arose, and saw 
The wanderer approaching*. Vonx^vnKA 
^^"^^SmiVd on his glowin^^ cheeV^ \iviX mcA^^x ^J««> 
Depressed his eye, ihal fc;ii^ d Xjo ^vs^ ^^rxnr.^ 
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«Who art thou, courteous stranger? and froii 

whence ? 
<< Why roam thy steps to this abandoned dale ?" 
<* A shepherd-boy," the Youth replied, " far hence 
<< My habitation : hear my artless tale ; 
<* Nor levity nor falsehood shall tliine ear assail. 

<< Late as I roamM, intent on Nature's charmsy 
"I reach'd at eve this wilderness profound ; 
<< And, leaning where yon oak expands her anniy 
'< Heard these rude cliffs thine awful voice reboand 
'< (For in thy speech I recognise the sound.) 
<< You moumM for ruined man, and virtue lost, 
*' And seem'd to feel of keen remorse the woundy 
<< Pondering on former days, by guilt engrossed, 
« Or in the giddy storm of dissipation tossM. 

<( But say, in courtly life can craft be leam'dy 
'< Where knowledge opens and exalts the soul ? 
<< Where fortune lavishes her gifts uneam'd| 
*< Can selfishness the liberal heart control ? 
<< li glory there achieved by arts as foul 
<< As those which felons, fiends, and furies plan ^ 
'< Spiders ensnare, snakes poison, tigers prowl 
^' Love is the godlike attribute of man. 
'< O teach a simple youth tlus mystery to scar 

^ Or else the lamentable strain disclam, 

'< And give me back the calm, conteivW 

'< Which, late exulting, view'd in T^a\\i 

^'Goodness untamttd^ wisdom \iucoii&v 
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** Grace, grandeur, and utility comT)iii'd ; 
'< Restore those tranquil days that saw me still 
<< Well pleas'd with all, but most with human-kind ; 
** When Fancy roam'd thro' Nature's works at will, 
*< Uncheck'd by cold distrust, and uninform'd of ill." 

<* Wouldst thou," the Sage replied, " in peace return, 
^< To the gay dreams of fond romantic youth, 
<^ Leave me to hide, in this remote sojourn, 
<* From every gentle ear the dreadful truth : 
<< For if my desultory strain with ruth 
" And indignation make thine eyes o'erflow, 
^< Alas ! what comfort could thy anguish sooth, 
^< Should'st thou the extent of human folly know ? 
'< Be ignorance thy choice, where knowledge leads to 
wo. 

'< But let untender thoughts afar be driven ; 
<' Nor venture to arraign the dread decree : 
^< For know, ta man, as candidate for heaven, 
<< The voice of The Eternal said. Be free ; 
'< And this divine prerogative to thee 
« Does virtue, happiness, and heaven convey ; 
^< For virtue is the child of liberty, 
'< And happiness of virtue ; nor can they 
^' Be free to keep the path who are not free to stray. 

<' Yet leave me not. I would allay that grief, 
•' Which else might thy young virtue overpower ; 
i' And in thy converse 1 diaW i«A\^v^i^ 
0^Wben the dark shades ol mft\^sJ«JMiVj \w««xn 



Vnd now, at length, to Edwin's ardent §ase 

The Muso of history unrolls her page. 

But few, alas ! the scenes her art displays^ 

To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 

iere chiefs their thirst of power in blood assuage ; 

Vnd straight their flames with tenfold fierceness burn 

iere smiling Virtue prompts the patriot^s rage^ 

3ut, lo ! ere long, is left alone to mourn, 

d languish in the dust, and clasp the abandoned urn 

=<Ah ! what avails,^ he said, '<to trace the sprini 
^ That whirl of empire, the stupendous wheel ! 
-< Ah ! what have I ^o do witli conquering kingly 
-* Hands drenched in blood, and breasts begirt will 
steel ! 
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*' All else from Nature's moral path decline, 
** LurM by the toys that captivate the throng ; 
** To herd in cabinets and camps, among 
** Spoil, -earpage, and the cruel pomp of pride ; 
^* Or chant of heraldry the drowsy song, 
" How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide, 
^< Rolls to a thousand thrones its execrable tide. 

** O who of man the stoiy will unfold, 
** Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 
*< In that Elysian age, (misnam'd of gold,) 
*< The age of love, and innocence, and joy, 
*< When all were great and free ! man's sole employ 
'* To deck the bosom of his parent earth ; 
'* Or toward his bower the murmuring stream decoy, 
** To aid the floweret's long-expected birth, 
<< And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board of 
mirth. 

** Sweet were your shades, O ye primeval gioves, 
^* Whose boughs to man his food and shelter lent, 
** Pure in his pleasures, happy in his loves, 
** His eye still smiling, and his heart content ; [went. 
<<Then, hand in hand Health, Sport, and Labour 
*' Nature supplied the wish she taught to crave. 
** None prowl'd for prey, none watch'd to circum- 
vent ; 
" To all an equal lot Heavn's bounty gave : 
<* No vassal fear'd his lord, no tyrant fear'd his slave. 

But, ah ! th' Histonc Mu«ft \v^% ^^^^^ ^^^^ ^\««^^ 
To pierce those haWoVd \iCiNN«i^^% """^ '^'^'^' 



©"» 



And meditate on Heaven ; enough of o&rth I k 

" I cannot blame thy choice," the Sage replie 
'* For soft and smooth are Fancy's flowery w 
*< And yet even there, if left without a guide, 
'^ The young adventurer unsafely plays. 
<' Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays, 
*' In modest Truth no light nor beauty find. 
<< And who, my child, would trust the meteor- 
<< That soon must fail, and leave the wanderei 
More dajrk and helpless far, than if it iie'< 
shinM ? 

<< Fancy enervates, while it sooths, the heart 
<< And while it dazzles, wounds the mental ri 
'^ To joy eacfa heightening charm it can impa 
'< But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night : 
<' And often, where no real ills affright, 
<< Its visionary fiends, an endless train, 
'< Assail with equal or superior might. 
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• Prepare for patient, long, laborious strife, 
'< Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 
<' We fare on earth as other men have far^d : 
'' Were they successful ? Let not us despair. 
<( Was disappointment oft their sole reward ? 
*' Yet shall their tale instruct, if it declare 
'< How they have borne the load ourselves are doom 
to bear. 

<< What charms the Ifistoric Muse adorn, from spo 
'< And blood, and tyrants, when she wings her flig 
<( To hail the patriot Prince, whose pious toils 
<< Sacred to science, liberty, and right, 
« And peace, thrpugh every age divinely bright 
*< Shall shine the boast and wonder of mankind : 
'* Sees yonder sun, from his meridian height, 
'< A lovelier scene, than Virtue thus enshrin'd 
<< In power, and man with man for mutual aid coi 
bin'd ? 

** Hail, sacred Polity, by Freedom rear'd ! 
<<,Hail, sacred Freedom,- when by Law restrained 
" Without you what were man? A grovelling hei 
*^ In darkness, wretchedness, and want enchainM. 
<* SublimM by you the Greek and Roman reign\ 
^< In arts unrivalPd : O, to latest days, 
<* Ib Albion may your influence unprofan*d 
<< To godlike worth the generous bosom raise, 
<( And prompt the Sage's lore, and fire the Poet*8 lay 

"But now let other themes omt t"axfe cw^^sfc?-* 
''For,lol with modcsX 7«it m»^e%>Ae ^xtcc^n 
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<* To curb Imagination's lawless rage^ 
*< And from witlAn the cherishM heart to brace, 
« Philosophy appears. The gloomy race 
" By indolence and moping Fancy bred, 
^* Fear, Discontent, Solicitude, give place, 
'< And Hope and Courage brighten in their stei 
"^ While on the kindling soul her vital beanui an 

<< Then walnen from long lethargy to life* 
*( The seeds of happiness, and powers of thoug 
<< Then jarring appetites forego their strife, 
'< A strife by ignorance to madness wrought. 
^< Pleasure by savage man is dearly bought 
<< With fell revenge, lust that defies control, 
*' With gluttony and death. The mind untauj 
<< Is a dark waste, where fiends and tempests 
<< As PhoBbus to the world, is Science to the souL 

• 

<< And reason now, thro' number, time, and spi 
(( Darts the keen lusture of her serious eye, 
<^ And learns, from facts compared, the laws to 
" Whose long progression leads to Deity. 
<< Can mortal strength presume to soar so high 
'< Can mortal sight so oft bedimm'd with tears, 
<< Such glory bear ! — ^for lo ! the shadows fly 
" From Nature's face ; Confusion disappear 
*' And order charms the eyes, and harmony t' 

The influence of the Philosophic Spirit, in b 
lind, >Dd pret»rias it for intellectuil exertiop 
leasure ; — in expiorinf;, by the help of feometry 
10 universe ; — in baniahing superstition ; — in pr 
oa, agriculture, medieioe, and moral and 
*jir Uiit iftauza to the end of the second SVai 
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i the deep windings of the grove no more 
^^ The hag obscene, and grisly phantom dwell ; 
<< Nor in the fyXl of mountain-stream, or roar 

- << Of winds, is heard the angry i^irit's yell ; 
<< No wizard mutters the tremendous spell, 
*^ Nor sinks convul3ive in prophetic swoon ; 

' *^ No'r bids the noise of drums and trumpets swell, 
<< To ease of fancied pangs the labouring moon, 

<^ Or chase the shade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 

<< Many a long lingering year, in lonely isle, 
" Stunn'd with the eternal turbulence of waves, 
*^ Lo, with dim eyes that never learn'd to smile, 
<< And trembling hands, the famishM native craves 
<< Of Heaven his wretched fare : shivering in caves, 
^^ Or scorch'd on rocks, he pines from day to day ; 
<< But Science gives the word ; and lo, he braves 
^< The surge and tempest, lighted by her ray, 
<<And to a happier land wafts merrily laway. 

<' And even where Nature loads the teeming plain 
^ With the full pomp of vegetable store, 
'' Her bounty, unimprov'd, i^ deadly bane : [shore 
^'Dark woods and rankling wilds, from shore to 
<< Stretch their eiK>rmous gloom; which to explore 
<' Eivea Fancy trembles in her sprightliest mood ; 
<< For there each eye-ball gleams with lust of gore, 
^^Nestles each murderous and each monstrous brood, 
<' Plague lurks in every shade, and streams from every 
flood. 

E 
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<< 'Twas from Philosophy man learned to tamer 
" The soil by plenty to intemperance fed. 
<< Lo ! from the echoing ax, and thundering flame j 
<< Poison and plague and yelling rage are fled. 
<< The waters bursting from their slimy bed, 
<' Bring health and melody to erery vale : 
'< And from the breezy main and mountain's head 
" Ceres and Flora, to the sunny dale, 
<< To fan their glowing charms, invite the fluttering gals' 

" What dire necessities on every hand 
*' Our art, oar strength, our fortitude require I 
<< Our foes intestine what a numerous band 
<< Against the little throb of life conspire ! 
<< Yet Science can elude their fatal ire 
"Awhile, and turn aside Death's levelled dart, 
<< Sooth the sharp pang, allay the fever's fire, 
<<And brace the nerves once more, and chtet the 
heart, ' 

'< And yet a few soft nights and balmy days impart 

*^ Not less to regulate man's mortal frame 
'* Science exerts her all-composing sway. 
<< Flutters thy breast with fear, or pants for fanWy 
<< Or pines, to Indolence and Spleen a prey, 
'< Or Avarice, a fiend more fierce than they ? 
'' Flee to the shades of Academus' grove ; 
^' Where cares molest notl d\«coTdk.iDft\t&waY 
''/jD harmonjy and the pute pa&svau% ^^ws^^ 
^^IIow sweet the words of ttuiYi \)tea^' ^ tro^ '^^'^'^ 
oflove* 
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^ Y^YiBl cokimot Art and Industry perform, 
^' When Science plans the progress of their toil ! 
'< They smile at penury, disease, and storm : 
^' And oceans from their mighty mounds recoiL 
^' When tyrants scourge, or demagogues embroil 
<< A land, or when the rabble^s headlong rage 
'^ Order transforms to anarchy and spoil, 
<< Deep-vers'd in man, the philosophic Sage 
'< Prepares with lenient hand their frenzy to assuage. 



<< Tis he alone, whose comprehensive mind, 
<< From situation, temper, soil, and clime 
<< Explor'd, a nation's various powers can bin(^ 
*< And various orders, in one form sublime 
*' Of polity, that midst the wrecks of time, 
<< Secure shall lift its head on high, nor fear . 
<< Th' assault of foreign or domestic crime, 
<< While public faith, and public love sincere, 
<< And Industry and Law maintain their sway severe. 



M 



( 



Enraptur'd by the Hermit's strain, the Youth 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 
And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 
New energies, and charms unknown before, 
His mind discloses : Fancy now no more 
Wantons on fickle pinion through the skies ; 
But, fix'd in aim, and conscious of her power, 
Sublime from cause to cause exults to rise, 
Creation's blended stores arranging as she flies. 

Nor love of novelty alone vas^Vt%%-» 

Their laws and nice de^iid«w»% ^-^ ^c^w\ 
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For mindful of the aids that life requi jr^<^ 
And of the services man owes to man, 
He meditates new arts on Nature's plan. 
The cold desponding breast of Sloth to wart^r^ 
The flame of Industry and Genius fan, 
And Emulation's noble rage alarm, 
And the long hours of Toil and Solitude to chann. 

But she, who set on fire his infant heart. 
And all his dreams, and all his wandering shar'd, 
And blessM the Muse, and her celestial art, 
Still claimM th' Enthusiast's fond and first regard. 
From Nature's beauties variously compar'd 
And variously combin'd, he learns to frame 
Those forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 
While boundless hopes and boundless views inflaiM) 
Enamour'd consecrates to never-dying-fame. 

Of late, with cumbersome, tho' pompous show, 
Edwin would oft his fiowery rhyme deface 
Through ardour to adorn ; but Nature now 
To his experiencM eye a modest grace 
Presents, where Ornament the second place 
Holds, to intrinsic worth and just design 
Subservient still. Simplicity apace 
Tempers his rage : he owns her charm divine. 
And clears the amtHguous phrase, and lops the un^ 
wieldy line. 

Fain would I sing (much yet unsung remains) 
Wbat sweet delirium o'ei his Ykisota «vAe.) 
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When the great Shepherd of the Mantuan plains* 
His deep majestic melody 'gan roll : 
Fain would I sing, what transport storm'd his soul, 
How the red current throbb'd his viens along, 
When, like Pelides, bold beyond control. 
Gracefully terrible, sublimely strong. 
Homer raisM high to Heaven the loud, th' impetuous 
song. 

And how his lyre, though rude her first essays. 
Now skill'd to sooth, to triumph, to complain, 
Warbling at will thro' each harmonious maze. 
Was taught to modulate the artful strain, 
I fain would sing : — but ah ! I strive in vain. 
Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound. — 
With trembling step, to join yon weeping train 
I haste, where gleams funereal glare around. 
And, mix'd with shrieks of wo, the knells of death re- 
' sound. 

Adieu, ye lays, that Fancy's flowers adorn, 
The soft amusement of the vacant mind ! 
He sleeps in dust, and all the Muses mourn. 
He, whom each Virtue fir'd, each Grace refin'd, 
Friend, Teacher, pattern, darling of mankind !— t 
He sleeps in dust. — Ah, how should I pursue 
• My theme ! — To heart-consuming grief resign'd. 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view. 
And pour my bitter tears. — Ye flowery lays adieu ! 

• Virgil. 

/^TAJi ejrcellent person d\ed auAA^iA^ > ^^^"^^^^^^^iST^SS-^ 
•a The cojiclusioD oC the poem -«%» i«t\C\wi%^«« ^^^^'^s^-* 
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Arttbou,iny G»******, foreterfle^l/ 
And am I left to unavailing wo ! 
When fortune*! stonns assail diis weary liead^ 
Where cares long since have riied ontimely mop> 
Ah ! now for comfort whither shall I go ? 
No more thy soothing voice my angvish cheers : 
Thy placid eyes with smiles no longer glow, 
My hopes to cherish, and allay my fears. 
Tis meet that I should mourn : flow forth afiresfa my 
tears. 



^ 
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Whilst some affect the sua, and warn the lAialCy 
Some flee the city, some ilie henmtage. 
Their aims as various as the roads they take 
In journeying through life ; the task be mine 
To paint the gloomy horrors of the tmnb ; 
The appointed place of tendeavous, where all 
These travellers meet. Thy succoun I implore^ 
Eternal King ! whose potent arm suMains * 

The keys of heU and death. — ^The Grave, daread tfaSaig ! 
Men shiver when thou^ nam'd : Natvie appall'd 
Shakes off her wonted firmness. Ah ! how dark 
Thy long-extended realms and rueful wastes ; 
Where nought but ^lence reigns, atid mght, dark night. 
Dark as was Chaos ere lAieiniant Sun 
Was roll'd together, or batd tried Its beams 
Athwart the gloom profound ! The sickly taper, 
By glimmering thro' thy low-brow'd misty vaults. 
Furred round with mouldy damps, «nd ropy sMne, 
Lets &11 a supernumerary horror, 
And only serves to make thy night more irksome. 
Well do I know thee by thy tt\x^y 1«^> 
Cbeerlees, unsocial plant \ tfciaX\o^*% xo ^w^3\ 
^idst acuJls and coffins, epixa^\ks> ^tv^^^^w**^ 
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Where light-heelM ghosts, and visionarT ^^^^^ 
Beneath the wan cold moon (^Mfwnc '^^^^^^gj 
Embodied thick, perform theii myStic ton ^x«&, 
No other merriment, dull tree I » thVoft. 

See yonder hallow'd fane I the p\ou«^Oi7t 
Of names once fam'd, now dubious or forgot, 
And buried 'midst the wreck of things which wfr ^^ 
There lie interred the more illustrious dead. 
The wind is up : hark ! how it howls ! Methinka, 
Till now, I never heard a sound so drs&ry ; 
Doors creak, and windows clap, and night's foul hu^ 
RookM in the spire screams loud ; the gloomy ailet 
Black plasterM, and hung round with shredi a 

scutcheons, 
And tatter'd coats of arms, send back the sound 
Laden with heavier airs, from the low vaults, 
The mansions of the dead. Rous'd from their slumben 
In grim array the grisly spectres rise, 
Grin horrible, and obstinately sullen 
Pass and repass, hushM as the foot of night. 
Again 1 the screech owl shrieks : ungracious sound! 
Ill hear no more ; it makes one's blood run chilL 

Quite round the pile, a row of rev'rend elms, 
Coeval near with that, all ragged show. 
Long lash'd by the rude winds : some rift half dowH 
Their branchless trunks ; others so thin a-top, 
That scarce two crows could lodge in the same tree. 
Strange things, the neighbours say, have happen'd hen 
While shrieks have issued from the hollow tombt, 
J>eadmen have come again, and walk.'d%.bout; 
^adfAe great bell has toll'd, unrung, uaXouciCdkK 
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Such tales their cheer, at wake or gonipfaig, 
WheB it draws near to witchmg-tirae of night* 

OA in the lone chureh-jaid at night I've ieen. 
By glimpee of moon-shine, cbeq'ring thro* the trees, 
The school-boy, with his satchel in his hand. 
Whistling aloud to bear his courage up, 
And lightly tripping o*er the long flat stones 
(With nettles ^rted, and with moss o'ergrown) 
That tell in homely phrase who lie below ; 
Sudden he start* ! and hears, or thinks he hears, 
The sound of something purring at his heels : 
Full fast he flies, and dares not look behind him. 
Till out of breath he overtakes his fellows ; 
Who gather round, and wonder at the tale 
Of horrid apparition, tall and ghastly. 
That walks at dead of night, or takes his stand 
O'er some-new opeo'd grave : and, strange to tell ! 
Evanishes at crowing of the cock. 

The new-made widow too iVe sometimes spied ; 
Sad si^t ! slow-moving o'er the prostrate dead ! 
Listless she crawls along in doleful black. 
While bursts of sorrow gush firom either eye, 
Fast-&lling down her now untasted cheek. 
Prone on the lonely .grave of the dear man 
She drops : while busy-meddling memory 
In barbarous succession, musters up 
The past endearments -of their softer iiours. 
Tenacious of its theme. Still, still she thinks. 
She sees him, and indulging the fimd thou^t. 
Clings yet more closely to \1d« «c«m\vir Vi»\^ 
Nor heeds the passensei ytYxo VwJia ^^^ ^"^^ • 
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Invidious Grave ! how dost thou rend in sundaT 
Whom love has knit, and sympathy made one ! 
A tye more stubborn far than nature's band. 
Friendship ! mysterious cement of tlie soul I 
Sweet'ner of life, and solder of society ! 
I owe thee much. Thou hast deservM from me 
Far, far beyond what I can ever pay. 
Oft have 1 prov'd the labours of thy love^ 
And the warm efforts of the gentle heart 
Anxious to please. O ! when my fiiend and I 
In some thick wood have wander'd heedless on. 
Hid from the vulgar eye, and sat us down 
Upon the sloping cowslip-covcr'd bank. 
Where the pure limpid stream has slid along 
In grateful errors through the underwood 
Sweet murm'ring ; methought the shiill-tonguM thnuh 
Mended his song of love ; the sooty blackbird 
Mellow M his pipe, and softened every note ; 
The eglantine smellM sweeter, and the rose 
AssumM a dye more deep ; whilst every flower 
Vied with his fellow plant in luxury 
Of dress. Oh ! then the longest summer's day 
Seem'd too, too much in haste : still the full heart 
Had not imparted half: 'tis happiness 
Too exquuite to last. Of joys departed, 
Not to return, how painful the remembrance ! 
Dull Grave ! thou spoil'st the dance of youthinl 

blood, 
Strick'st out the dimple from the cheek of mirth. 
And every smuking feature from the face ; 
Branding our iaughter with tl\e nume o£ in»Ai««i« 
Where are the jesters now ? the xua\i o£Vve«XxV 
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Complexionally pleasant? where the droll? 
Whose every look and gesture was a joke 
To clapping theatres and shouting crowds, 
And made ev'n thick-lipp'd musing Melancholy 
To gather up her face into. a smile 
Before she was aware ? Ah ! sullen now. 
And dumb as the green turf that covers them ! 
Where are the mighty thunderbolts of war f 

■ The Roman Csesars and the Grecian chiefs, 
The boast of story ? Where the hot-brain' d youth. 
Who the tiara at his pleasure tore 
From kings of all the then discovered globe, 
And cried, forsooth, because his arm was hamper'd, 
And had not room enough to do its work ? 
Alas ! how slim, dishonourably slim ! 
And crammM into a space we blush to name. 
Proud royalty ! how altered in thy looks ! 
How blank thy features, and how wan thy hue ! 
Son of the morning ! whither art thou gone ? 
Where hast thou hid thy many-spangled head. 
And the majestic menace of thine eyes 
Felt from afar ? Pliant and powerless now, 
Like new-born infant bound up in his swathes. 
Or victim tumbled flat upon his back. 
That throbs beneath the sacrificer's knife : 
Mute must thou bear the strife of little tongues, 
And coward insults of the base-born crowd, 
That grudge a privilege thou never hadst, 
But only hop'd for in the peaceful Grave, 
Of being unmolested and alone. 
Araby^s gums and odoriferous diu%%^ 

And bottours by the heialds du\y ^^\^ 
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In mode and form, cv'n to a very scruple ; 
O cruel irony ! these come too late ; 
And only mock whom they were meant to hon 
Surely, there's not a dungeon-slave that's burifl 
In the highway, unshrouded and uncoffiuM, 
But lies as soft, ond sleeps' as sound as he. 
Sorry pre-eminence of high descent 
Above the vulgar-bom, to rot in state ! 

But see I the well-plum'd hearse comes nodd 
Stately and slow ; and properly attended 
By the whole sable tribe, that pain^il watch 
The sick man's door, and live upon the deadf 
By letting out their persons by the hour 
To mimic sorrow, when the heart's not sad I 
How rich the trappings, now they're all unfurl' 
And glittering in the sun ! Triumphant entrie 
Of conquerors, and coronation pomps. 
In glory scarce exceed. Great gluts of people 
Retard the unwieldy show ; whilst from the cr 
And houses' tops, ranks behind ranks close wi 
Hang bellying o'er. But tell us, why this wai 
Why this ado in earthing up a carcass 
That's fall'n into disgrace, and in the nostril 
Smells horrible ? Ye undertakers ! tell us, 
'Midst all the gorgeous figures you exhibit, • 
Why is the principal conceal'd, for which 
You make this mighty stir ? Tis wisely done 
What would o£fend the eye in a good picture, 
Tlie Pauiter casts discreetly into shades. 

Proud lineage, now how little thou appear'i 
Below the envy of the private man ! 
Honour, that meddlesome officious \V\, 
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'Sues thee even to death ; nor there stops short, 
in^ persecution ! when the grave itself 

protection from rude sufferance, 
.bsurd ! to think to over-reach the grave, 

1 from the wreck of names to rescue ours ! 

I best concerted schemes men lay for fame 
fast away : only themselves die faster. 
far-fam*d sculptor, and the laurell'd bard, 
iM bold ensurers of eternal fame, 
ply their little feeble aids in vain, 
tapering pyramid, the Egyptian's pride, 
wonder of the world ! whose spiky top 
wounded the thick cloud, and long outliv'd 
angry shaking of the winter's storm ; 
spent at last by th' injuries of heaven, 
tter'd with age, and fiirrow'd o'er with years, 
mystic cone, with hieroglyphics crusted, 
ss way. O lamentable sight ! at once 
i labour of whole ages lumbers down, 
ideous and mis-shapen length of ruins, 
ulchral columns wrestle but in vain 
h all-subduing Time ; his cankering hand 
li calm deliberate malice .wasteth them : 
m on the edge of days, the brass consumes, 
t busto moulders, and the deep-cut marble, 
teady to the steel, gives up its charge, 
bition, half-convicted of her folly, 
igs down the head, and reddens at the laAe* 
ere all the mighty troublers of the eai\h> 
swam to sovereign rule throug)i aeaft oi YAoiO^** 
ppressive, sturdy, man-destroying V\\\a.\tv%, 
'^^g'd Ungdomu, and laid empitea>N«^^^^- 

F 



That haunts and doge them Uka an injufad | 
Implacable. Here too the petty tyrant, 
Whose scant domains geographer ne'er notic 
And, well for neighboring grounds, of arm as 
Who fix'd his iron talons on the poor, 
And gripM them like some lordly beast of pi 
Deaf to the forceful cries of gnawing hungei 
And piteous plaintive voice of misety, 
(As if a slave was not a shred of nature, 
Of the same common nature with his lord \) 
Now tame and humble, like a child that's ^ 
Shakes hands with dust, and calls the worm I 
Nor pleads his rank and birthright. Undei 
Precedency's a jest : vassal and lord, 
Grossly familiar, side by side consume. 

When self-esteem, or others' adulation, 
Would cunningly persuade us we were som 
Above the common level of our Idnd ; 
The grave gainsays the smooth-compleKioiH 
And with blunt truth acquaints us what we 

Beauty ! thou pretty plaything I dear dei 
That steals so softly o'er the stripling's hea 
And gives it a new pulse, unknown before 
The grave discredits thee : thy cYAimK «\ 
Thy roses faded, and thy liUeB soiVdk^ 
What hast thou more to boast ot^ Vl*^ 
ffork round thee now, to f^aze iwvA A** 
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tf ethinka I sec thee with thy head low laid ; 

IVhilst surieited upon thy damask cheek, 

The hig^-fed worm, in laiy volumes rolled. 

Riots unscar'd. For this was all thy caution ? 

For this thy painful labours at thy glass, 

T' improve those charms, and keep them in repair. 

For which the spoiler thanks thee not? Foul feeder ! 

Coarse fiure and carrion please thee full as well, 

And leave as keen a relish on the sense, 

Look how the fidr one weeps ! the conscious tears 

Stand thick as dew-drops on the bells of flowers : 

Honest effusion ! the swoln heart in vain 

Works hard fo gut a gloss on its distress. 

Strength too ! thou surly and less gentle boast 
Of those that laugh loud at the village ring ! 
A fit of common sickness pulls thee down, 
With greater ease than e'er thou didst the stripling 
That rashly dared thee to the unequal fight. 
What groan was that I heard f deep groan indeed ! 
With anguish heavy laden '. let me trace it : 
From yonder bed it comes, where the strong man. 
By ftrongsr arm belaboured, gasps for breath 
like a hard-hunted beatt. How his great heart 
Beats thick ! his roomy chest by far too scant 
To ^ve Ms lungs lull play I What now avail 
The itrong-built sinewy limbs, and well-spread shoul- 
ders? 
See how he tugs for life, and Xvjz 9!o^xX\^ssk.^ 
MtLd with the pain ! eager be caU^ii^B&VvoV^ 
Of what comes next to hand, atiAtet'^*^*^^^^''*^'* 
JtutUke a creature dtowxungl YadeoM* e^'^^- 
»/ bow bia eye* stand out, aM «xa« WWd^^'=* 
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Unceasing. Ah ! where is the lifted arm, 
The strength of action, and the force of words, 
The well-turned period, and the well-tunM voice, 
IVith all the lesser ornaments of phrase ! 
Ah ! fled for ever as they ne^er had been 1 
RazM from the book of feme : or, more provoking, 
Perhaps some hackney hunger-bitten scribbler 
Insults thy memory, and blots thy tomb 
With long flat narrative, or duller rhymes 
With heavy halting pace that drawl along : 
Kamiffi to rouse a dead man into rage, 
And warm with red resentment the wan cheek. 

Here the great masters of the healing art, 
These mighty mock defrauders of the tomb ! 
Spite of their juleps and catholicons. 
Resign to fate. Proud £sculapiu8' son, 
Where are thy boasted implements of art, 
And all thy well-crammed magazines of healtli? 
Nor hill, nor vale, as ftir as ship could go. 
Nor margin of the gravel-bottomM brook, » 
EscapM thy rifling hand ; from stubborn shrubs 
Thou wmng'st their shy retiring virtues out. 
And TezM them in the fire : nor fly, nor insect. 
Nor writhy snake, escap'd thy deep research. 
But why this apparatus? why this cost? 
Tell US, thou doughty keeper from the grave ! 
Where are thy recipes and cordials now. 
With the long list of vouchers for thy cures? 
Alas ! thou speakest not. The bold impostor 
Looks not more silly, when tbA cWft^V^ ^•cracA ^svw\. 

Here the lank-sided miseT^ vrcsnX oi\!^^^'«>^ 
Who meanly stole, discieditaYAe ^YvvlO. 

F 1 
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From back and belly too, their proper cheer I 
EasM of a tax it irk'd the wretch to pay 
To his own carcass, now lies cheaply lodg'dy 
By clam'rous appetites no longer teu'd^ 
Nor tedious bills of charges and repairs. 
But ah ! where are his rents, his comings in? 
Aye ! now you've made the rich man poor inde 
Robb'd of his gods, what has he left behind? 
O cursed lust of gold ! when for thy sake 
The fool throws up his interest in both worlds, 
First starved in this, then damn'd in that to com 
How shocking must thy summons be, O Deatl 
To him that is at ease in his possessions ; 
Who, counting on long years of pleasure here. 
Is quite unfumish'd for that world to come I 
In that dread moment, how the frantic soul 
Raves round the walls of her clay tenement, 
Runs to each avenue, and shrieks for help, 
But shrieks in vain ! how wishfully she looks 
On all she's leaving, now no longer hers I 
A little longer, yet a little longer, 
O might she stay to wash away her stains 
And fit her for her passage ! mournful sight ! 
Her very eyes weep blood ; and every groan 
She heaves is big with horror : but the foe, 
Like a staunch murd'rer, steady to his purf 
Pursues her close through every lane of ]} 
Nor misses once the track, but presses r 
All forc'd at last to the tremendous ve' 
At once she sinks to everlasting ruin. 
Sure 'tis a serious thing to d\e\ 
'^at a strange moment must \\.\ 
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Thy journey's end thou hast the gulf in view ! 
That awful gulf no mortal e*er repassed 
To tell what's doing on the other side ! 
Nature runs back and shudders at the sight. 
And every life-string bleeds at thoughts of parting ! 
For part they must : body and soul must part ; 
Fond couple ! link'd more close than wedded pair. 
TTiit wings its way to its Almighty Source, 
The witness of its actions, now its judge ; 
TVUi/ drops into the dark and noisome grave. 
Like a disabled pitcher of no use. 

If death was nothing, and nought after death; 
If, when men died, at once they ceased to be. 
Returning to the barren womb of nothing. 
Whence first they sprung ; then might the debauchee 
Untrembling mouth the heavens; then might the 

drunkard 
Reel over his full bowl, and when 'tis drain'd, 
Fill up another to the brim, and laugh 
At the poor bugbear Death ; then might the wretch 
That's weary of the world, and tired of life. 
At once give each inquietude the slip. 
By stealing out of being when he pleased, 
And by what way ; whether by hemp or steel : 
Death's thousand doors stand open. Who could force 
The ill-pleas'd guest to sit out his full time. 
Or blame him if he goes ? Surely ! he does well 
That helps himself as timely fk%Yie c^ii^ 
fVben able. But if there is an KereafleT-j 
And that there is, conscience unViiftMWvt€i^> 
Andsu^r'd to speak out, tells every m«Av^ 
rhen must it be an awftd thiuft to AVe \ 
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More horrid yet to die by oiie'^s own hand. 
Self-murder ! name it not ; our Island's shame, 
That makes her the reproach of neighboring stal 
Shall Nature, swerving from her earliest dictati 
Self-preservation, fall by her own act ! 
Forbid it, heaven ! let not upon disgust 
The shameless hand be foully crimson'd o\sr 
With blood of its own lord. Dreadful attempt \ 
Just reeking from self-slaughter, in a rage 
To rush into the presence of our Judge ! 
As if we challengM him to do his worst, 
And mattered not his wrath. Unhead-of tortuzi 
Must be reservM for such : these herd together; 
The common damnM shun their s6ciety. 
And look upon themselves as fiends less foul. 
Our time is fixM ; and all our days are number^ 
How long, how short, we know not : this We ki 
Duty requires we calmly wait the summons, 
Nor dare to stir till heaven shall give penniauoi 
Like sentrirs that must keep their destined tton 
And wait th' appointed hour, till they're reUev*i 
Those only are the brave who keep their groun 
And keep it to the last. To run away 
Is but a coward^s trick : to run away 
From this world's ills, that at the very worst 
Will soon blow o*er, thinking to mend ourto' 
By boldly vent'ring on a world unknown. 
And plunging headlong in the dark ! 'tis r 
No frenzy half so desperate as this. 

Tell us, ye dead ! will none of you if 
To those you left behmd, disclow \ 
Ob I that some courteous ghost wo 
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'tis you are, and we must shortly be. 

ye heard that souls departed have sometunes 
Forewarn^ men of their death : 'twas kindly done 
To knock and give the alarm. But what means 
This stinted charity ? 'Tis but lame kindness 
That does its work by halves. Why might you not 
Tell us what 'tb to die ? Do the strict laws 
Of your society forbid your speakii^ 
Upon a point so nice f I^ ask no more ; 
Sullen, like lamps in sepulchres, your shine 
Enlightens but yourselves : well — ^'tis no matter : 
A very little time will clear up all, 
And make us learn'd as you are, and as close. 

Death's shafts fly thick ! Here falls the village swain^ 
And there his pamper'd lord ! The cup goes round, 
And who so artful as to put it by ? 
'TIS long since death had the majority ; 
Yet, strange ! the living lay it not to heart. 
See yonder maker of the dead man's bed, 
The sexton, hoary-headed chronicle ! 
Of hard unmeaning face, down which ne'er stole 
A gentle tear ; with mattock in his hand. 
Digs through whole rows of kindred and acquaintance 
By far his juniors ! , Scarce a scull's cast up 
But well he knew its owner, and can tell 
Some passage of his life. Thus, hand in hand. 
The sot has walk'd with death twice twenty years ; 
And yet ne'er younker on the green laughs louder, 
Or clubs d, smuttier tale : when drunkards meet 
None sings a merrier catch, or lends a hand 
More wUiing to his cup; Pooi ytl^XcV. \k& tEficGw^%^^\. 
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That soon &omc trusty brother of the trade 
Shall do for him what he has done for thousaj 
On this side, and on that, men see their fri< 
Drop off, like leaves in autumn ; yet launch < 
Into fantastic schemes, which the long livers 
^ ■ In the world^s hale and undegenerate days 

» 

f. Could scarce have leisure for ; fools that we 

Never to think of death and of ourselves 
At the same time ; as if to learn to die 
Were no concern of ours. O more than sett 
For creatures of a day, in gamesome mood, 
To frolic on eternity's dread brink, 

1 .1 Unapprehensive ; when for aught we know 

i The very first swoln surge shall sweep us in, 

Think we, or think we not, time hurries on 

ij ' 

! i With a resistless unremitting stream. 

Yet treads more soft, than e*er did midnight 
That slides his hand under the miser's pillov 

I And carries off his prize. What is this worl 

What but a spacious burial-field unwallM, 
Strew'd with death's spoils, the spoils of ani 
Savage and tame, and full of dead men's bo 
The very turf on which we tread once liv'd ; 
And we that live must lend our carcasses 
To cover our own offspring : in their turns 
They too must cover theirs. Tis here all v 
The shivering Icelander, and sun-burnt IVf 
Men of all climes, that never met before ' 
And of all creeds, the Jew, the Turk, th 
Here the proud prince, and favourite 
HJg sovereign's keeper, and the pc 
Are huddled ou t of sight. Heie I 
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eat negotiators of the earth, 
nd celebrated masters of the balance, 
i>eep read in stratagems, and wiles of courts : 
Now yain their treaty-skill ! Death scorns to trea 
Here the overloaded slave flings down his burden 
From his gaU'd shoulders ; and when the cruel tyrai 
With all his guards and tools of power about him. 
Is meditating new unheard-of hardships, 
Mocks bis short arm, and quick as thought escapes 
Where tyrants vex not, and the weary rest. 
Here the warm lover, leaving the cool shade, 
The tell-tale echo, and the bubbling stream. 
Time out of mind the fav'rite seats of love. 
Fast by his gentle mistress lays him down 
Unblasted by foul tongue. Here friends and foes 
Lie close, unmindful of their former feuds. 
The lawn-rob'd prelate, and plidn presbyter, 
tire while that stood aloof as shy to meet, 
*amiliar mingle here, like sister-streams 
liat some rude interposing rock had split, 
ere is the large-limb'd peasant ; here the child 
* a span long, that never saw the sun, 
)r pressM the nipple, strangled in life*s porch : 
re is the mother with her sons and daughters ; 
I barren wife ; the long-demurring maid, 
ose lonely unappropriated sweets 
I'd like yon knot of cowslips on the cli£^ 
to be come at by the willing hand. 
are the prude severe, and gay coquette, 
sober widow, and the youn^ ^eftiv 'sVt^<^ 
»Vf like a rose before Wft Cu\Vj\i\o'w^> 
nts worth disclos'd. Sttw^tj^e tofc«\fcl\i«^^^^ 
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Here garrulous old age winds up his tale ; 
And jovial youth, of lightsome vacant heart| 
Whose every day was made of melody, 
Hears not the voice of mirth : the shrill-tonguM sfa 
Meek as the turtle-dove, forgets her chiding. 
Here are the wise, the generous, and the brave ; 
The just, the good, tlie worthless, the profane. 
The downright clown, and perfectly well-bred ; 
The fool, the churl, the scoundrel, and the meaxiy 
The supple statesman, and the patriot stem ; 
The wreck of nations and the spoils of time. 
With all the lumber of six thousand years. 

Poor Man ! how happy once in thy first state^ 
When yet but warm from thy great Maker's hand 
He stampM thee with his image, and well-pleas'd 
SmilM on his last fair work ! Then all was well. 
Sound was the body, and the soul serene ; 
Like two sweet instruments, ne'er out of tune. 
That play their several parts. Nor head, nor hei 
OfferM to ache ; nor was there cause they should] 
For all was pure within : no fell remorse, 
Nor anxious castings up of what may be, 
Alarmed his peaceful bosom : summer seas 
Show not more smooth when kiss'd by southern ' 
Just ready to expire. Scarce importun'd, 
The generous soil with a luxuriant hand 
OfferM the various produce of the year. 
And every thing most perfect in its kind. 
Blessed, thrice blessed days ! but, ah ! how 
BlessM as the pleasing dreams of holy men 
But fugitive, likethosey and quickly g^oue. 
O slippery state of things I what sudden \x 
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ilionge vicimitudes, in the fint leaf 
ii'b sad hiitoi; I to-day moM hap|>jr ] 
re lo-moirow'a ran baa tet, moit abjecl ! 
ital the ipace bctireen tbeu Tut extrcmat! 
ar'd it with our Sue : ool long he enjoy*d 
radiie ! acarce had the happjr tenant 
fair spot due time to prove id aweeti, 
I them up, when Miaight be mnst be gone, 
□ retuin agBJn. Aodmuithegof 
lughl compouDd for (he fiiat dite oSsnee 



ould he tiifle time with idle talk, 
.dejwi^ bis fate. But 'lis in vain. 
L the laviah odours of Che place, 
in inceuie, can piocuce hit potdoii, 
gate his doom. A mighty angel 
iajning iwordi torbide his longer stay, 
Ivw the ioiterei fbith ; doe mnet he take 
It and farewell round. At once he loit 
r; and hia God. If mortal now, 
rely muin'd, no wonder 1 Men has emn'd. 
his blisi, and bent on new adventurei, 

would Deeds try : nor tried in Tain. 
ful experiment ! destructive meaaure ! 
the worat thing could happen, ii auccesa.) 
loo well he sped : the good he acom'd 

off reluctant, like an ilt-us'd gboit, 

use of angels shon, ati& !&i^w^««c^'- 

the block dnmon, wHiv\ft*Vt'i-''«t^l«A^'*''*' 

d oitce iota iti betUi Tonov, 

"d and muUnovta, not itiowV*^ W"^*^'' 
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Lording it o^er the man, who now too late 
Saw the rash error which he could not inend ; 
An error fatal not to him alone. 
But to his future sons, his fortune's heirs. 
Inglorious bondage ! human nature groang 
Beneath a vassalage so vile and cruel, 
And its vast body bleeds through every vein. 

What havoc hast thou made, foul monster, Sin ! 
Greatest and first of ills ! tlie fruitful parent 
Of woes of all dimensions ! but for thee 
Sorrow had never been. All noxious things 
Of vilest nature, other sorts of evils, 
Are kindly circuinscribM, and have their bounds. 
The fierce volcano, from its burning entrails 
That belches molten stone and globes of fire* 
I II vol vM in pitchy clouds of smoke and stench, 
Mars the adjacent fields for some leagues round. 
And there it stops. The big-swoln inundation, 
Of mischief more diffusive, raving loud, 
Buries whole tracts of country, threatening more ; 
But that too has its shore it cannot pass. 
More dreadful far than these, sin has laid waste. 
Not hero and there a country, but a world ; 
Despatching at a wide extended blow 
Kutire mankind, and for their sakes defacing 
A whole creation's beauty with rude hands : 
Blasting the foodful grain, the loaded brau' 
And marking all along its way with ruin. 
Accursed thing ! O where shall fancy 
A proper name to call thee by, expr* 
Of all thy horrors? pregnant woml 
Of temper so transcendenlly maWg 



..w u Slaughter, bellowing at 
. *v actes deep in blood new spilt ; yet for to-m 
Shapes out new work of great uncommon dar 
And inly pines till the dread blow is struck. 

But hold ! iVe gone too far ; too much discc 
My fatlier^s nakedness, and nature^s shame. 
Here let me pause ! and drop an honest tear, 
One burst of filial duty, and condolence, 
0*er all those ample deserts Death hath spread, 
This chaos of mankind. O great man-eater I 
Whose every day is carnival, not sated yet ! 
Unheard-of epicure ! without a fellow ! 
The veriest gluttons do not always cram ; 
Some intervals of abstinence are sought 
To edge the appetite : thou seekest none. 
Methinks the countless swarms thou hast devour^ 
And thousands that each hour thou gobblest up, 
This, less than this, might gorge thee to th« ^--" 
But, ah ! rapacious «♦"* ' 
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Till the great promisM day of restitution ; 
When loud diffusive sound from braun trump 
Of strong-lungM cherub shall alarm thy captivvs, 
And rouse the long, long sleepers into lUe, 
Day-light, and liberty. 
Then must thy gates fly open, and reveal 
The mines that lay long forming under ground, 
In their dark cells immur'd ; but now full ripey 
And pure as silver from the crucible. 
That twice has stood the torture of the fire, 
And inquisition of the forge. We know 
The illustrious Deliverer of mankind, 
The Son of God, thee foil'd. Him in thy power 
Thou couldst not hold : self-vigorous he rose. 
And, shaking off thy fetters, soon retook 
Those spoils his voluntary yielding lent, 
(Sure pledge of our releasement from thy thrall !) 
Twice twenty days he sojoum'd here on earth. 
And show'd himself alive to chosen witnesses 
By proofs so strong, that the most slow-assenting 
Had not a scruple left. This having done. 
He mounted up to heaven. Methinks I see hiai 
Climb the aerial heights, and glide along 
Athwart the severing clouds : but the faint eye. 
Flung backward in the chase, soon drops its he' 
Disabled quite, and jaded with pursuing. 
Heaven's portals wide expand to let him in * 
Nor are his friends shut out : as some ere' 
JVot for himself alone procures admis 
But for his train ; it was his royal ir 
That where he is, there should his 
Death only lies between I a gloom^. 
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A^ "^^X more gloomy by our coward fear ! 
at nor untrod, nor tedious ; the fatigue 
iVill soon go off. Besides, there^s no by-road 
To bliss. Then why, like ill-conditioned children, 
Start we at transient hardships in the way 
That leads to purer air and softer skies, 
And a ne'er setting sun ? Fools that we are ! 
We wish to be where sweets unwithering bloom ; 
But straight our wish revoke, and will not go. 
So have I seen, upon a summer's even. 
Fast by the riv'let's brink, a youngster play : 
How wishfully he looks to stem the tide ! 
This moment resolute, next unresolved, 
At last he dips his foot ; but as he dips 
His fears redouble, and he runs away 
From the th^ inoffensive stream, unmindful now 
Of all the flowers that paint the further bank, 
And smil'd so sweet of late. Thrice welcome Death I 
That after many a painful bleeding step, 
Conducts us to our home, and lands us safe 
On the long wish*d-for shore. Prodigious change ! 
Our bane turned to a blessing ! Death disarmM 
Loses his fcllnees quite ; all thanks to Him 
Who scourg'd the venom out ! Sure the last end 
Of the good man is peace. How calm his exit I 
Night-dews fall not more gently to the ground, 
Nor weary worn-out winds expire so soft. 
Behold him ! in the evening-tide of life, 
A life well spent, whose early care it was 
His riper years should not upbraid liis ^rcea; 
By iinperceivM degrees he we^ci^ woi^ \ 
Yet like the sun seems larg^ex aX.\\\% ^^^^i»?i?- 

G 1 
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Higb in hit Mlh and hopes, look I how be ludM 
AAer the piite in view ! and, like a, btid 
Thsfs hamper'd, atiuggles liKid to get awBj ! 
Whilst the glad gales of right are wide mpondnl 
To let new gloriea in, ihe first fair frraw 
Of the fast-cODiing faarvesl '. Then ! O then t 
Each eaith-bomioy grows vile, Oc dinppettn, 
Shrunk to a thing of naught. O how he long! 
To have his paxepoil sign>d, and be diamln'd I 
'Tis done, and now he's happf ! The glad goal 
Has Dot a wish iincrown'd. Even the lag derii 
Rests too in hope of meeting once again 
Its betlei half, never to Bander moie. 
Nor shall it hope in vain : the time dntwvon 
When not a ^ngle spot of burial-earth, 
Whetliat on land, or in the spacious sea, 
Bui Mun ^ve back its long-conmiitted duM 
Inviolate: and faithfully shall these 
Make up the full account ; not the least atom 
Embezzled, or mislEud, of the whole tale. 
Each lonl ihall have a body leady-fiimish'd ; 
And each shall have his own. Hence, ye pn^hne : 
Aik not how this can be. Sure the same power 
That rear'd the piece at first, and took it down, 
Can re-astemble the loose scatter'd parts. 
And put them as they were : Almighty God 
Has done mach more : nor is his arm impaf 
Through length of days ; and what he car 
Hia faithfulness stands bound to see it dr 
When the dread trumpet sounds, the b1> 
JVal aaaitealire lo the call, shall w 
^aderaryjoiot posaem its ptupei?! 
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elegance of form, unknown 

ate. Nor shall the conscious soul 

artner ; but amidst the crowd, 

Jier half, into its arms 

ith all the impatience of a man 

)me home, who having long been absent, 

ns over every different room, 

the whole. Thrice happy meeting ! 
* death, shall ever part them more, 
night, a long and moonless night ; 

grave our bed, and then are gone. 
e shut of even, the weary bird 
de air, and in some lonely brake 

and dozes till the dawn of day ; 
s well-fledg'd wings and bep-rs away. 



DEATH OF LADY COVENTRY. 

Written in 1760. 



?iiE midnight clock has toird — and, hark ! the beD 
Of death beats slow : heard je the note profound? 

.t pauses now ; and now, with rising knell, 
Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

Yes — Coventry is dead. Attend the strain, 
Daughters of Albion ! ye tliat, light as air, 

So oft have trippM in her fantastic train, 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair : 



^A vonr brightest bloom ; 
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.h look, each motion, wak'd a new-born grace, 
That o'er her form its transient glory cast ; 
jome lovelier wonder soon usurpM the place, 
ChasM by a charm still lovelier than the last. 

That bell again ! It tells us what she is ; 

On what she was, no more the strain prolong : 
Luxuriant fancy, pause ! an hour like this 

Demands the tribute of a serious song« 

Maria claims it from that sable bier, 

Where cold and wan the slumberer rests her bead ; 
In still small whispers to reflection's ear 

She breathes the solemn dictates of the dead. 

O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud 1 
Proclaim the theme, by sage, by fool, reverM ; 

Hear it, ye young, ye vain, ye great, ye proud ! 
'Tis Nature speaks, and Nature will be heard. 

Yes ; ye shall hear, and tremble as ye hear. 
While high with health, your hearts exulting leap. 

E'en in the midst of pleasure's mad career. 
The mental monitor shall wake and weep ! 

For say, than Coventry's propitious star. 
What brighter planet on your births arose? 

Or gave of fortune's gifts an ampler share. 
In life to lavish, or by death to lose ? 

EwrJy to lose I While borne Qti\>u«^ ^^i 
Ye sip the nectar of eack "vaxYVD%\iVw«^V 
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Nor fear, while basking in the meads of spring. 
The wintry storm that sweeps you to the tomb 

Think of her fate ! revere the heavenly hand ' 
That led her hence, though soon, by steps so si 

liOng at her coucli Death took liis patient stand. 
And menacM oft, and oft withheld the blow: 

■ 

To give reflection time, with lenient art 
Each fond delusion from her soul to steal ; 

Teach her from folly peaceably to part, 
And wean her from a world she lovM so weU. . 



Say, are ye sure his mercy shall extend 
To 3'ou so long a span ? Alas, ye sigh ! 

Make then, while yet ye may, your God your fri 
And loam with equal ease to sleep or die ! 

Nor think the Muse, whose sober voice you heai 
Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow ; 

Casts round religion^s orb the mists of fear, 
Or shades with horrors what with smiles sboulc 

No — she would warm you with seraphic fire, 
Heirs as ye are of heaven^s eternal day ; 

Would bid you boldly to that heaven aspire, 
Nor sink and slumber in your cells of clay. 

Know, ye were formM to range yon ature field. 

In yon ethereal founts of bliss to lave : 
Force thcu, secure in faitWs pto\Atx!vft% ^S»Vd^ 
The sting from death, the \\c\oty Uwax\» h 
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Is this the higot's rant ? Away, ye vain, 

Your hopes, your fears, in doubt, in dulness steep ; 

Go sooth your souls, in sickness, grief, or pain. 
With the sad solace of eternal sleep ! 

Yet .will I praise you, triflers as ye arc. 

More than those preachers of your fav^ritfe creed, 
Who proudly swell the brazen throat of war, 
' Who form the phalanx', bid the battle bleed, ' 

Nor wish for more ; who conquer but to die. 

Hear, Folly, hear, and triumph in the tale ! 
Like you they reason, not like you enjoy 

The breeze of bliss that fills your silken 6ail'! 

On pleasure's glittering stream ye gayly steer 
Your little course to cold oblivion^s shore ; 

They dare the storm, and through th' inclement year 
Stem the rough surge,, and brave the torrent's roar. 

Is it for glory ? That just fate denies ; 

Long must the warrior moulder in his shroud. 
Ere from her trump the heaven-breath'd accents rise, 

That lift the hero firom the fighting crowd ! 

Is it his grasp of empire to -extend ? 

To curb the fury of insulting foes ? 
Ambition, cease ! the idle contest end : 

'Tis but a kingdom thou canst win or lose. 

And why must murdered myriads \oae \ivtYt ^«, 
(If life be all,) why desolation \owet 
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With famisbM frown on this affriglited bally 
That thou may'st flame the meteor of an hoar? 

Go, wiser ye, that flatter life away, 

Crown with the mantling juice the goblet high • 
Weave the light dance with feBtive freedom gay. 

And live your moment, since the next ye die ! 

Yet know, vain skeptics ! know, the Almighty BGnc 
Who breathM on man a portion of his fire, 

Bade his free soul, by earth nor time confined, 
To heaven, to immortality aspire. 

Nor shall the pile of hope his mercy reaiM, 
By vain philosophy be e'er destroyed : 

Eternity, by all or wishM or fearM, 
Shall be by all or sufier'd or enjoy'd ! 



NoTB. In a book of French verses, entitled, (Kmnu 4» Fi 
$ophe de Sa»s SohH^ and lately re-printed at Berlin by anthoi 
under the title of Poetiet Diveuet, may be found no Bplrtli 
Marshal Keith, written professedly against the iounortftllty of 
soul. By way of specimen of the whole, take the following IhM 

De Tavenir, cher Keith, jugeons par le pasie ; 

Comme avant que je fusse il o*avoit point pense; 

De meme, aprea ma mort, quandtoutes mesputiM 

Par la corruption seront aneantiee, 

Far un meme destin il ne pensera plus ! 

Non, rien n*est plus certain, soyons en ctmvaiaea. 

It is to this Epistle that the hitter part of the Elegy iUoc 
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• I >: 



&EGiir, my soul, the exahed lay 1 
Let each enraptured, thought obey, 

And praise the Almighty's name* 
Lo ! heaven and iearth, and seas and skies, 
In one melodious contert rite, 

To swell tiie inspiring theme. 

Te fields of light, celestial plains, 
Where gay transporting heauty reigns, 

Te scenes divinely fair ! 
Your Maker's wondrous power proclaiip \ 
1*011 how he formM your shining frame, 

And breath'd the fluid air. 

Te angels, catch' the thrilling sound ! 
While all the adoring thrones around 

His boundless mercy sing : 
Let every listening saint above 
Wake all the tuneful soul of love, 

And touch the sweeteU ftXxvx^* 
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!' Join, ye loud spheres, the vocal choir ; 

Thou, dazzling orb of liquid fire, 
X The mighty chorus aid : 

-I Soon as gray evening gilds the plain, 

Thou, moon, protract the melting strain, 
And praise him in the shade. 

\ 

Thou heaven of heavens, his vast abodcy 

Ye clouds, proclaim your forming God, 
Who callM yon worlds from night : 

" Ye shades, dispel !" — th' Eternal said ; 
I At once th' involving darkness fled, 

[ And nature sprung to light. 

i£ Whatever a blooming world contains, 

hi That wings the air, that skims the plains, 

^ United praise bestow : 

^ Ye dragons, sound his awful name 

To heaven aloud ; and roar acclaim, 
Ye swelling deeps below. 



Let every element rejoice : 

Ye thunders, burst with awful voice 

To him who bids you roll ; 
His praise in softer notes declare, 
Each whispering breeze of yielding air. 

And bceathc it to tlie soul. 

To him, ye graceful cedars, bow ; 
lu towering mountains, bending low. 
Your great Creator own ; 
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Tell, when af&ig^ted nature shook, 
How Sinai kindled at his lo(^ 
And trembled at hjs firown. - 

Te flocks, that haunt the humble vale, 
Te insects, fluttering on the gale. 

In mutual concourse rise : 
Crop the gay rose^s vermeil bloom. 
And waA its spoils, a sweet perfume. 

In incense to the skies. 

Wake, all ye mountain tribes, and sing ; 
Ye blooming warblers of the spring. 

Harmonious anthems raise 
To him who shapM your finer mould. 
Who tipt your glittering wings with gold, 

And tun'd your voice to praise. 

Let man, by nobler passions swayM, 
The feeling heart, the judging head. 

In heavenly praise employ ; 
Spread his tremendous name around. 
Till heaven's broad arch rings back the sound, 

The^general burst of joy. 

Te, whom the charms of grandeur please, 
Nurs'd on die downy lap of ease. 

Fall prostrate at his throne ; 
Ye princes, rulers, all adqre ; 
Praise him ye kings, who makes your power 

An image of his own. 
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Ye fair, by nature formM to move, 
O praise the etemsQ Source of Lore 

With youth's enliveniiig fite : 
Let age take up the tuneful lay. 
Sigh his blest name — then soar away^ 

And ask ah angePs lyre. 



V 



TQE FIRE-SIDfi. 



DXAR Chloe, while the busy crowd, 
The vain, the wealthy, and tiie proud, 

In Folly's maze advance ; 
Though singularity' and pride 
Be call'd our choice, we^ step aside, 

Nor join the 'giddy dance. 

From the gay world well oft retire 
To our own family and fire. 

Where love our hours employs ; 
No noisy neighbour enters here, 
No intermeddling stranger near, 

To spoil ourheart-felt joy^.^ 

If solid happiness we pi^e^ 
Within our breat thiS; jewel'lies ; 

And they are. fools who roam : 
The world has nothing to bestow ; 
From our own. selves our joys must flow. 

And t^9X dear hut our home. 

• • • - • «... 

Of reit^wfu Noah's dove bereft^ 
W^a with impatient wing she \eflt 
That aaie retreat, the atlL; 

Ha 
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Giving her vain excursion o'er, 
The disappointed bird once more 
Explor'd the sacred barlu 

Though fools spurn Hymen's gentle powerSi 
We, who improve his golden hour% • 

By sweet experience know. 
That marriage, rightly understood. 
Gives to the tender and the good , 

A paradise below. 

Our babes shall richest comforts bring; 
If tutor'd right, tbeyll prove a. spring . 

Whence pleasures ever rise.: ■ 
Well form their minds, with studious eare^ 
To all that's manly, good, and fidr, . .. 

And train them for the skies* • 

While they our wisest hours engage. 
They'll joy our youth, support ouxfigey 

And crown our hoary hairs : 
They'll grow in virtue every day, 
And. thus our fondest loves repay. 

And recompense our cares* 

No borrow'd joys, they're all our own^ 
While to the world we live imknowni 

Or by the world forgot : = 
Monarchs ! we envy not your state ; 
We look with pity on the great. 

And bless our humble IdX< 
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Our portion is not large, indeed ; 
But then how little do* We il«edl 

For nature's calls are hw : 
In this the art of liviilg licsl, ' ' 
To want no more than may suffice, 

And maktethiat little dd.'' ''" 

Well therefore relish, with content, 
Whatever kind Provideniie has ^htj 

Nor aim beyond '6ur'pdwer ; ■ ' 
For if our stock 'be ver^ 'small, 
'Tis prudence to enjoy it all, 

Kor lose the present hour. 

To be resigned when ills betide. 
Patient when favours are denied. 

And pleased with favours given ; 
pear Chloe, this is wisdom's part ; 
This is that incense of the heart 

Whose fragrance smells to heaven. 

Well ask no long protracted treat, 
Since winter-life is seldom sweet ; 

But when our feast is o'er. 
Grateful from table well arise, 
Nor grudge our sons, with envious eyes, 

The relics of our store. 

Thus, hand in hand, through life well go ; 
Its chequer'd paths of joy and wo 
With cautious steps we^U txe^d^ \ 
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Quit its vain scenes without a tear, 
Without a trouble or a fear, 
And mingle with the dead. 



While ConscienGe, like a faithful friendy 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend, 

And cheer our dying breath ; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceaMy 
Like a kind angel whisper peace, 

And smooth the bed of death* 



ScatH* 



BY DR. PORTEU8, BISHOP OP ZiORDOIT. 



Frisitd to the wretch whom every friend forsaket^ 

I woo thee, death ! — In fancy's f&iry paths 

Let the gay songster rove, and gently trill 

The strain of empty joy. Life and its joys 

I leave to those that prize them. At this hoar, 

This solemn "hour, when silence rules the worldy 

And wearied nature makes a general pause ; 

Wrapt in night's sable robe, through cloisters drear 

And chamels pale, tenanted by a tfak-ong 

Of meagre phantoms shooting cross iny path 

With silent glante, I seek ilhe shadowy vale 

Of Death. Deep in a murky cave's recess, 

Lav'd by Oblivion's listless M^eam, and fencM 

By shelving rocks, and intermingled hbrrors 

Of yew and Cyprus Uiadej frbni all Intrusion . 

Of busy noontide beam, the Monarch sits 

In unsubstantial majelty ^tithrbn'd.' 

At his right hand, nearest himself in place 

And firuitfulness of form his parent Sin, 

With fatal iAdiistry aftd criiel' care 

Busies himself in pointing all his stings, 

And tipping every shaft with venom drawn 

From her inftmal store : aumiiA bm T«x^<^ 



Of uncDoUi shapee, Btanda liiB dread miaiEEen 

Foremoat Old age, his, iu.tuTB.1 sJly 

And SrmeBl friend ', next him Diseases thick, 

A matley train ; Feiei with clieek of fire ; 

Copaumptiari waa ; Paliy, balf-wHrm with liA, 

And halTa clay-cold lump ; joint-torl'ring Gouti 

And ever-gnawing Rheum '. CoiiTulsioii wild ; 

Swoln Dropsy ; panting Asthma ; Apoplex 

Full-goig'd. There too the Pestilence that walks 

Id darkness, and the Sickneei that deitrofi 

At broad noon-day. These, and a thousand mora, 

Honid to tell, alteative wail; and, when 

By Heaven's command Death wavee his ebon wand. 

Sudden rush forth to execute his purpose, 

And scatter desolation o^er the earth. 

Ill-fated Man ! Ibi whom such vatioiu fomu 
Of misery wait, and mark their future prey 1 
Ah 1 why, all-righteous Father, didst thou make 
This creature, Man.' Why vake tbeunconsciousdiut 
To life and wretchedness \ better far 
Still had he slept in uncreated ni^t, 
If this the lot of being '. Wai it far this 
Thy breath divine kindled within his breaal 
The vital flame P For this was thy fair imaga 
Stamp'd on hi£ soul in godlike lineajnenla ! 
For this dominion given him absolute 
O'er all thy works, only that he might reign 
Supreme in wo ? From the blest source of Good 
Could Pain and Death proceed ! Gould such foul tUi 
Fall from fair Mercy's hands '. Far be tlie thoucbt, 
Tie impiout thought 1 God ncvei loaie a- c»ii.\ik« 
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^ut what was good. He made a living Soul ; 

^%t wretched Mortal was the work of Man. 

Forth from his Maker^s hands he sprung to life. 

Fresh with immortal bloom ; no pain he knew^ 

M^o fear of change, no check to his derires, 

Save one command. That one command, which stood 

Twixt him and death, the test of his obedience, 

Urg^d on by wanton curiosity, 

He broke. There in one moment was undone 

The feurest of God^s works. The same rash hand 

That plnckM in evil hour the fatal fruit, 

Unbarr'd the gates of Hell, and let loose Sin 

And Death, and all the family of Pain, 

To prey upon Mankind. Young Nature saw 

The monstrous crew, and shook thro' all her frame. 

Then fled her new-born lustre, then began 

Heaven^s cheerful face to lower, then vapors c ok'd 

The troubled air, and formM a veil of clouds 

To hide the willing Sun. The earth convuls'd 

With painful throes threw forth a bristly crop 

Of thorns and briers ; and insect, bird, and beastp 

That wont before with admiration fond 

To gaze at man, and fearless crowd around him| 

Now fled before his face, shunning in haste 

The infection of his misery. He alone 

Who justly might, the offended Lord of Man, 

Turn'd not away his face ; he, full of pity, 

Forsook not in this uttermost distress 

His best lovM work. That comfort still remained 

(That best, that greatest comfort in aflliction,) 

The countenance of God, and through the gloom 

Shot forth some kindly gleams^ to Oae^i ^<^ ^'^xia. 
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The offepiier's sinking souL Hope lent from ] 
Uprais'd his drooping head, and showed afar 
A happier scene of things ; the Promised Seei 
Trampling upon the Serpent^s humbled crest : 
Death of his sting disarmM ; and the dark gn 
Made pervious to the xealms of endless day 
No more the limit but the gate of life. 

Cheer'd with the view, Man went to till thf 
From whence he rose ; sentencM indeed to to 
As to a punishment, yet (ev'n in wrath 
So merciful is Heav'n) this toil became 
The solace of his woes, the sweet employ 
Of many a live-long hour, and surest guard 
Against Disease and Death. Death tho* dene 
Was yet a distsuit ill, by feeble arm 
Of Age, his sole support, led slowly on. 
Not then, as since, the short-livM sons of men 
FlockM to his realms in countless multitudes ; 
Scarce in the course of twice five hundred ye( 
One solitary ghost went shivering down 
To his unpeopled shore. In sober state 
Through the sequestered vale of rural life, 
'I The venerable Patriarch guileless held 

The tenour of his way ; Labor preparM 
His simple fare^ and Temperance rulM his bo 
Tir'd with his daily toU, at early eve 
He sunk to sudden rest ; gentle and pure 
As breath of evening Zephyr, and as sweet 
Were all his slumbers ; with the Sun he rose, 
Alert and vigorous as He, to run 

destiu'd course. Thus nervM wixV ^^isA. « 



1 



i 



BEAtH. 

He stemm'd the tide of time, and stood the shock 
iWfs. I Of ages roffing hsrinless o'er his head. 

At life's meridian point aniv'd, lie stood, 
And lodmig round, saw all the valleys fiU'd 
With nations from his loins ; full well content 
To leave IAb race thus scattered o'er the eaith^ 
Along the gentle slope of life's decline 
Be hent his gradual way, tili full of years 
Bff^ He dropt like mellow fruit into his grave. 
Such in the infancy of Time was Man ; 
So calm was life, so impotent was Death ! 
had he but preserved these few remains. 
The shattered fragments of lost happiness, 
Snatch'd by the hand of Heav'n from the sad wrecS 
Of innocence prinneval-; still had he liv'd 
In ruin great ; though fallen, yet not forlbm ; 
Though mortal^ yet not every where beset 
With Dieath in every shape ! But he, impatient 
To be completely wretched, hastes to fill up 
The measure of his woes : — Twas Man himself 
Brought Death into the world ; and Man himself 
Gave keenness to his darts, quicken'd his pace, 
And multiplied- destruction on manlrind. 

First Envy, eldest-born of HeU, embru'd 
Her hands in blood, and taught the Sons of Men 
To make a Death which Nature never made. 
And God abhorrM ; with violence rude to break 
The thread of life ere half its length was run, 
And rob a wretched brother of his being. 
With joy Ambition saw, and soon improvM 
The execrable deed. 'Twas not enough 
By subtle fraud to snatch a Aw«\^\\fe\ 

1 
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Puny Impiety ! whole kingdoniE leQ 

To aate the lull of power: more bonid Mil], 

The fbuleet etaia and ecandBl of out nKtuia, 

Became its boast. Oiu murder made a TilUia; 

JUtUtvrU a hero. Princei were privileg'd 

To kill, and numbers sanctified tbe crime. 

Ah '. why will Kings forget that they ace Men ? 

And Men tbM they ara brethren? Why delist 

In human sacrifice ? Why bunt the ties 

Of Nature, Ihnc should knit their souls logelher 

Id one soft bond of amity and lore ! 

Yet still they breathe destruction, still go on 

New pains for liie, new terrors for the giaTe, 
Artificers of Death ! SiUl Monatchs dieun 
Of universal empire growing up 
From uniietsal ruin. Blast the design. 
Great God of Hosts, not let thy creatures foil 
Unpitied viclims at Ambition^a shrine ! 

Yet say, should Tyrants learn al last to feU, 
And the loud din of battle cease to bray ; 
Should dove-eyed Peace o'er all tbe earth extMl 
Her olive-branch, and give the world repose. 
Would Death be foil'd^ Would health, and ftnni 

and youth 
Defy bis power ? Has he no arts in store. 
No other shafts save those of War ? Alas ! 
Et'o in the smile of Feiice, timt smile which ihsdi 
A heavenly sunshine o'er the sou!, thece basks 
Thai serpent Luxury. War its thousand ilaya ; 
Peace its ten thousands. In Ihe embattled pli^n. 
Though Death exults, aodcVaTi^nsiwenwumiy 
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he not ev'n there so absolute, 
!88, as in yon frantic scenes 
[t revel and tumultuous mirth, 
the intoxicating draught concealed, 
. beneath the glance of lawless love, 
the simple youth, who, nought suspecting, 
be blest — ^but finds himself undone, 
le smooth stream of life the stripling darts, 
; morn ; bright glows the vernal sky. 
Is his sails, and Passion steers his course. 
i his little bark along the shore 
rtue takes her stand ; but if too far 
les forth beyond Discretion's mark, 
e tempest scowls, the surges roar, 
ir day, and plunge him in the deep, 
sure mischance ! O happier far' 
I gallant Howe 'midst Indian wilds 
3S8 corse, cut ofif by savage hands 
: prime, p. generous sacrifice 
m's holy cause, than so to fall, 
ature from life's meridian joys. 
Vice, Intemperance, and Disease, 
ev'n thus, thus rather perish still, 
f Pleasure by the Almighty stricken, 
r dare (though oft, alas ! ye dare) 
unst yourselves the murderous steel, 
from God's own hand the sword of Justice^ 
)ur own avengers ! Hold, rash Man, 
nth anticipating speed thouTst rang'd 
every region of delight, nor left 
o ^Id the evening of thy days : 
Ife seem one uncomfoit«\Ae ^voX^^ 
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j.. Guilt at thy heels, hefore thy face Despair ; 

i| Yet gay this scene, and light this load of wo 

ComparM with thy hereafter. Think, O tfa 
And ere thou plunge into the vast abyssy 
Pause on the verge awhile : look down and 
i Thy future mansion. -Why that start of ho 

• - From thy slack hand why drops the uplifted 

Didst thou not think such vengeance must a 
The wretch, that with his crimes all fresh a! 
Rushes irreverent, unpreparVl, uncall'd^ 
1 Into his Maker's presence, throwing back 

I With insolent disdain his choicest gift f 

it*- Live then, while heaven in pity lends thee 

£ And think it -all too short to wash away^ 

,-! By penitential tears and deep oontritiony 

i»; The scarlet of thy crimes. So shalt thou fin 

y Rest to thy soul ; so unappallM shalt meet 

Death when he comes, not wantonly invite 
His lingering stroke. Be it thy sole concern 
With innocence to live : with patience wait 
The appointed hour ; too soon that hour wil 
Though Nature run her course. But KaUun 
If need require, by thousand vjtrious ways, 
Without thy aid can shorten thatrshort ipwi| 
And quench the lamp of life. O when he coi 
Rous'd by the cry of wickedness extreme. 
To Heaven ascending from some guilty land, 
Now ripe for vengeance ; when he -comes an 
In all the terrors of Almighty wjrath, 
Forth from his bosom plucks his lingering am: 
And on the miscreants pours destruction dowj 
^yiiocan abide Jus coming? Who caiv)Qe«£ 
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lb whole displeasure f In no common form 

^ath then appears, but starting into sise 

Snormous, measures with gigsuitiic stride 

the astonish'd Earth, and from his looks throws round 

Unutterable horror and dismay ; 

Ul Nature lends her aid. Each element 

inns in his cause. Ope fly the doors of Heav'n ;. 

rhe fountains of the deep their barriers break ; 

Ibove, below, the rival torrents pour, 

^id drown Creation ; or, in floods of fire 

Descends a livid cataract, and consumes 

dn impious race. Sometimes, when all seems peace^ 

i¥akes the grim whirlwind, and with rude embrace 

Sweeps nations to their grave, or in the deep 

IVhelms the proud wooden world ; full many a youth 

noats on his watery bier, or lies unwept 

3n some sad desert shore ! At dead of night, 

[n suUen silence stalks forth Pestilence ; 

Contagion close behind taints all her steps 

Wiitk poisonous dew ; no smiting hand is seen, 

No sound is heard ; but soon her secret path 

[s mark'd with desolation ; heaps on heaps 

Promiscuous drop. No friend, no refuge near ;. 

All, all is false and treacherous around ; 

All that they touch, or taste, or breathe, is Death. 

But ah ! what means that ruinous roar ? why fieul 
These tottering feet ? Earth to its centre feels 
The Godhead's power, and trembling at his touch 
Through all its pillars, and in every pore, 
Hurls to the ground, with one convulsive heave, 
Precipitating domes, and towns, and towers,. 
The work of ages. CrusVd Y>eiA%.^ ^^ ^«V^ 

l2 



Of general ;devMtatian, jbuUIdiis find 
One common gmve ; not even.-anwidow Aoft 
To wail her sons : the iiouie, ilbat ^btoM ipcvtietf 
EntamlM ks macter ; nod 'tiieffutblett jplwPf 
If there he flies for help, with siadden yttwn 
Starts from beaeaihihun. rShield moy paoioiMiHcAitti) 
O snatch aoe 'iiom dastsuctien ;? fif tUaiOtein, 
This solid: Globe, which thine own iuad'halii BadB 
So firm and sure^ if this my atepsbeiiiay ; 
If my own mother-Eaftfa, tffomwhancai Jpraogy 
Rise up with lage ■imnaturaltoderoar 
^er wretehad oibpring, whither phalli >iy ? 
Where look'for succour? IWibere tat upto'tkea. 
Almighty Father ? 'SaveyvO «ave thy 'SappUant 
i^rom horrors such as theee f At 4hy |;aod time 
Let death appctfaoh ; 1 seek not— 4et*him 'but cone 
In genuine ^m, not with thy vengeance arai'd, 
Too much for man to -bear. 'O x«tber 4end 
Thy kindly aid ^o mitigate his -stroke ; 
And at that hour -when all a^ast I stand 
(A trembling candidate for thy ooBspaesion) 
On this world's brink, > and look'into the next ; 
When my eoul, starting from the dark unknown, 
Casts back a.wishfiil lo^, and fondly clinge 
To her frail prop, unwilling to be wrenchM 
From this fair scene, from all her custom^ joys, 
And all the lovely relativee of life, 
Then shed thy comforts o'er me, then put on 
Tte gentlest of ttj looks. Let no daxV^ tntaea^ 
Jn aJl.tbeir hideous formfl then stax^Y)%>aL'^i 
J^ant themaelves round my coucih in |»t«n %^t?i«:^^ 
^iod Btab my Ueeding heart w\th wo.*A%^^^^' 
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ast guilt) and dread of future w(K 
ghastly crew ! And in their stead 
ul Memory from her purest cells 
I a goodly-VtE^n^f Virt^l»Bf|Mry 
in earliest youth, now paying back 
»ld usury the pious caxe^ 
og o'er^ywreiiiHte4heli(9^K^y^hi^|i^ 
us innoceoce. Jiut cl^ia^j T^^Q^^ 
t-ey'd Pity .once ledfdown 1^901 jljtojjy'a^ 
or man, to 'taach hipt bow to -Uve^ 
still bander lesion ! howlo-die-: 
)t Thou to-smootti.^ watlessM^ 
s and .^'Paia. (Porgi^ (4ie 4ef^ 
e Nature 4kqpSy cai^n «U her iefH% 
herbqpes, fitfid anwate har^fti^b 
rapt soul antic^tiiig heaven, 
n the tbu^^ouf^f A^cumbm^ clayy 

» Liber^^ a44 IUflM»ifMfi4 fUfe. 
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THE PASSIONS. 



When Music, heavenly maid, was young, 
While yet in early Greece t^e sung, 
The Passions oft, to hear her shell, 
Throng'd around her magic cell. 
Exulting, trembling, raging, fBiinting, 
Possest beyond the Muse's painting ; 
By turns they felt the glowing mind 
DisturbM, delighted, raisM, refinM ; 
Till once, 'tis said, when all were fir'd, 
FillM with fury, wrapt, inspired, 
j^ From the supporting myrtles round 

They snatch^ her instruments of sound ; 
And as they oft had heard apart 
Sweet lessons of her forceful art, 
Each (for Madness rul'd the hour) 
Would prove his own expressive power. 



First, Fear, his hand, its skill to try, 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid. 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
E'en at the sound himself had made. 

Next Anger rush'd, his eyes on fire, 

In lightnings own'd his secret stings, 
To one rude clash he struck the lyre. 
And swept with hunied \i^xidL >2t» ^Kxo^ 



I 



/ 



With woful iae!asuj<e«, waa Dtefipair, 
Low sullen gouiidEi, -his grief b9giiii'4$ 

^wM ^ Ji)y4lp, ty rf^vtt '<ww wiW. 

But thou, O H^tpe, with ^9b eo fair. 
What was thy deli§^e4 lyeasur^-^ 
Still it whi^rV ptmiiB''4^eMMafi$ 
And bade the ^^nte^y «<)ein«(B at ^iatinoe ha^i.*! 
(aiKiU -mwiil^ ib^ Ipuch 'th9 fArwa fvr9lMg» 

And from ^e jcw^ Ihe Vi9Q4«9 the imle, 
She call'd on 'fi^f^ atUl tbcot^ »U the «OQg« 
^9^ wjhcKe ihcff rfwQcitf ait tbpme «be <iba$iy 
■AMftr»eipomife imme (WMibaajKl «A etireorgrx 
And Hope enchanted jmil'd, and avsur?4 hn § 
hair. 

And longer had she sung — ^but, with a frown, 

•Rfxenge impaitleait fMe, 
He itjirew ihis i»k»Qd-ataui^d sword la th»«dier lU 
And, with a wrilhering look. 
The ivaiHlQiMnuicii^ trumpet took, 
lAod Mew a Jhlast bo loud and doeadj 
Were ne'er ^opheitic eounds so 61II oi ma, 
▲nd emer and.jinan iae beat 
The doubling drum with furious iM«t;( 
And tho' sometimes, each dreary pause JietieBel] 
Dejected Pity at his side 
Her soul-subduing voice appHed, 
^et 4ftiU he tbept iiis wald ^i^ialter'd mien ; 
While each strain'd ball of sight seem'd bursting 
hjsbead. 
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Tby nurnbera, Jealousy, to nou^l were fii'd. 

Sad pn>or of tby disticnful state ! 
Of differing themei the Teeiing song wna ndz'd, 

And now It courted LoT«, now inriiv eaUM 
Hate. 

Witb eyes uprais'd, as one inspii'd, 
Pale Melancholy Eal reiii'd, 
And liom bei wild sequester'd sent, 
Id DOtes by distance made moie sweet, 
Paui'd Ituougb the mellow born her penait soul 

And dashing soft from rocks around, 

Bubbling Tunnels joio'd the sound ; 
Tbio' glades and glooms the mingled nKasure sto 
Or o'er same haunted sireama widi fond delmj. 

Round an holy calm iliffusiag. 

Love of peB.ce, and looely niuung, 
la hollow murmurs died away. 

But, O ! bow altered was its spii^Uier tone ! 

Wben Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest bus, 
Her bow across bei glioulder fluitg. 
Her buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 

Blew an aipiting air, that dale and thicket rung 
The buntsKs call, to Fnun and Dryad known 
Tlie oak-crown'd nstert, and ibeir chasten 

queen, 
Satyrs and sylvan boys were s*en 
^ejHDg from forth tbeir alleys green; 

Brown £ieid*e rejoic'd to beat, 
^nd Sport leap'd up, and Ka'&^^^w*^Mm 
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Last came Joy's ecstatic trial. 
He, with viny crown advancing^ 

First to the lively pipe his hand addressed} 
But soon he saw the brisk awakening viol| 

Whose sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the best. 
They would have thought, who heard the strain, 

, They saw in Tempe's vale her native maids, 
Amidst the festal sounding ^ades. 
To some unwearied minstrel dancing ; 

While, as his flying fingers kiss'd the strings, 

Love framM with Mirth a gay fantastiq round 

Loose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound, 

And he, amidst his frolic play. 
As if he would the charming air repay. 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wings. 

O Music ! sphere-descended maid. 
Friend of pleasure, wisdom's aid. 
Why, Goddess, why, to us denied, 
Lay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside ? 
As in that lov^d Athenian bower. 
You learn'd an all-commanding power, 
Thy mimic soul, O njrmph endear'd. 
Can well recall what then it heard. 
Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to virtue, fancy, art f 
Arise, as in that elder time, 
Warm, energetic, chaste, sublime '. 
Thy wonders, in that godlike age, 
Fill thy recording sister's page — 
'Tis said, and I believe the tale. 
Thy humblest reed could moic '^x^n'^vX^ 
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Oppressed with grief, opptes^d i«1tU care, 
A burden more than t can bear, 

I sit me down and sigh': 
O life ! thou art a galling load» 
Along a rough, a weary ro&d, 

To wretches such as I ! 
Dim-backward as I cast my view^ 
What sickening scenes appear f 
What sorrows yet may pierce me through, 
Tdo justly I may fear! 
Still caring, despairing. 

Must be my bitter doom ; 
My woes here shall close ne'er, 
But with the closing tomb t 

Happy ! ye sons of busy life. 
Who, equal to the bustling strife. 

No other view re^rd i 
Ev'n when the wished end's denied, 
Tet, while the busy means are plied. 

They bring thieir own reward : 
Whilst I, a hope-abandon'd wight> 

Unfitted with an aim. 
Meet every sad returning ni|Jlit 

And joyless morn the same. 
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You bustling and justlingi 
Forget each grief and pain ; 

I, listless, yet restless, 
Find every prospect vain. 

How blest the Solitary's lot, 
Who, all-forgetting, all forgot, 

Within his humble cell. 
The cavern wild with tangling rootSy 
Sits o*er his newly-gather'd fruits. 

Beside his crystal well ! 
Orliaply to his evening thought, 

By unfrequented stream, 
The ways of man are distant brought, 
A faint-collected dream : 
While praising, and raising 

His thoughts to Heaven on high, 
As wandering, meandering. 
He views the solemn sky. 

Than I, no lonely Hermit placM 
Where never human footstep tracM, 

Less fit to play the part. 
The lucky moment to improve. 
And just to stop, and just to move, 

With self-respecting art : 
But ah ! those pleasures, loves, and joys. 

Which I too keenly taste. 
The Solitary can despise. 

Tan want, and yet be blest ! 
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He needs not, he heeds not, 

Or human love or hate ; 
Whilst I here, must cry here, 

At perfidy ingrate ! 

Oh ! enviable early days. 

When dancing thoughtless Pleasure's maze, 

To Care, to Guilt unknown ! 
How ill ezchang'd for riper times. 
To feel the follies or the crimes 

Of others, or my own ! 
Te tiny elves, that guiltless sport 

Like linnets in the bush, 
Te litde know the ills ye court, 
' When manhood is your wish 1 
The losses, the crosses, 

That active man engage, 
The feslrs all, the tears all, 
Of dim declining age I 
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But, ah ! what ffrisfa can prosper, fir what f^imf 

For merchants rich in cargoes of.<toq)«iry 
Who drive a loathsome traffic, gage ajad^pax^ 
And buy the musckis and the bQB08.of mam? 
The tender ties of father, husbajid, Ifiendy 
All bonds of nature, in that moBaent end ; 
And each endures, while yM he dr-awa hiaimftt 
A stroke as fatal as t\fe scytiie of itettth. 
The sable warrior, fraiitic with aegnet 
Of her he loves, and hbyjbi can forget, 
Loses in tears the far receding Bhore, 
But not the thought that they must meet no moi 
Depriv'd of her and freedom at a blow, 
What has he left that he can yet forego ? 
Yes, to deep sadness sullenly resign' d, 
He feels his body's bondage in his mind ; 
Puts off his generous nature ; and to suit 
His manners with his fate, puts on the brute. 
Oh most degrading of all ills that wait 
On man, a mourner in his best estate ! 
All other sorrows virtue may endure. 
And find submission more than half a cure ; 
Grief is itself a med'cine, and bestow'd 
T' improve the fortitude thaxbeaia ?i\o«LdL\ 
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&ch the wanderer, as his woes increase, 
ath of wisdom, all whose paths are peace, 
avery — virtue dreads it as her grave ; 
ice itself is meanness in a slave : 
the win and sovereignty of God 
i£fer it awhile, and kiss the rod ; 
for the dawning of a brighter day, 
nap the chain the moment when you may. 
re imprints upon whate'er we see, 
has a heart and life in it, Be free ! 
»east8 are charter'd, neither age nor force 
luell the love of freedom in a horse : 
reaks the cord that held him at the rack, 
conscious of an unincumbered back, 
8 up the morning air, forgets the rein, 
i fly his forelock, and his simple mane ; 
dnsive to the distant neigh he neighs, 
{tops, till, overleaping all delays, 
nds th^ pasture where his fellows grase. 
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HYMN ON ^UTDDE. 



HAtl, n]il% plBMing Soliwda, 
Compaoif B of the ■mte wad gtKxl ; 
But {rata whose holy piercing eje. 
The herd of Ibola tmd nllain* ^. 

Ok', bow I love with litteVt vtlk, 
And list«DUi tkf ^iqwr'd (aU, 
Which iaaactace and tnith impaiti, 
And matu the most obduiBte hauta. 

A thauHukl shapes ; qu wear with «aWf 
And Blill ID evei; etiape ;ou pleaae. 
Now viaft in soaie B^iteriout di«a% 
A lone philosopher you Kern; 
Now quick ftom hill lo vale you fly, 
And now you sweep the vaulted sky. 
A shepherd next you baunt the plain, 
And warble forth your oaten straio. 
A lover DOW, with all the grace 
Of that sweet passion in your face; 
Then, calm'd to friendship, you asiuiiift 
Tbe geotle-lDOkJng; Tbut&ird's bloom. 
As, with her Musidoia, she 
(Her Musidora fond of thee] 
Amjd the long wilhdiawintia\*, 
Awakf the rivaU'd iu|,ht\ii(,ai«. 



HYMN ON SOLITUDE. 115 

Thine is the balmy breath of morii) 

Just as the dew-bent rose is born ; 

And while meridian fervors beat, 

Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 

But chiej^-yv^^Av^niog soenes decay, 

And the faint landscape swims away, 

Thine is the doubtful soft decline. 

And that best hour of musing thine. 
Deicending ages Uess thy train, 

The virtues of the sage and swain ; 

Plain innocence in white arrayM, 
fiefore thee lifts her fearless head : 

Religion's beams around thee shine, 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine : 
About thee sports sweet liberty ; 
Aqd wrapt Urania sings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy secret cell, 
And in thy deep recesses dweH. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak-clad hill, 
When meditation has her fill, 
I just may cast my careless eyes 
Where Loudon's spiry turrets rise ; 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain. 
Then sliield me in the woods again. 



HYMN TO DARKNESS. 



DAKKflEBB, thou Grit great paccnt of 



Thy wondroua bitth u even to Time unkiiowDt 
Or, like Eternity, tliou'dst doih; 
WliilBt Ught did its firn being owe 

Unto that awful shade it daree to rind lunr.. 

Sajf In what digtaJit regkOD dost thou dvellf 
To Reann inaecesaible I 
Fiom fonn and duller matter free, 

Thou soar'M above the leach of n 



Inroiv'd in thee, we Erst receive out breath. 
Thou art oui refuge loo in death : 
Great Monarch of the grave and womb, 

Where'er oui souli shall go, to thee our bodiai ca 

The ulent globe ia Biruck with awful fear, 
n^en thy majeetic ehadea appear: 
Tlou doBt compoae the aix utA kk^ 
AndEartb a Sabbathkeep»)8a*i«iW>tw*»»A 



r 



HrMN TO DAi^][Ne«f . U7 

In thy senoer abades ojur ghosts delight^ 
And court the umbrage of the night ; 
In vaults and gloomy caves they strayi 

Butdy the nommg beams, and sicken at ttei day. 

Though solid bodies dare exclude the light, 

Nor will the brightest ray admit ; 

No substance can thy force repel, 
Thpii leigd'st in depths below, dost in the ceotre dwall. 

The sparkling gens, and ore in mines below, 

To thee their beauteous lustre owe ; 

Tho' form'4 within the womb of night. 
Bright as their sire they^^ine, with native rays of light. 

WhoD ^ou dost raiiis thy venerable head, 

And art in genuine night arrayM, 

Thy negro beauties then delight ; 
Beauties tike polish'd jet, with their own darkness bdght. 

Thou dost thy sanies impartially bestow. 
And know'st no difference here below ; 
All things appear the same by thee, 

The' light distinction makes, thou giv'st equaUty. 

Thou, Darkness, art the lover's kind retreat. 
And dost the nuptial joys complete : 
Thou dost inspire -them with thy shade, 

Giv'st vigour to Ibe youth, and warm'st the yielding 




318 HTMIt TO SIKKKMS. 

Calm aa the Ueu'd Hbme the AnchoriMi iwtU 
Within theii peaceful glooni]' cell ; 
Their inndi with heaTCnIy jo]^ are fill'dt 

Tbs ^anim Light deny, thjr shade* te am ] 

Id CBves of oight, the oraclee ef old 
Did all tbeii miTElecies unlbld : 
Darkness did firU RcligioD grace, 

Gave urrois to the God, and [aiergiice to the ] 

When the Almigh^ did on Hoceb ttaitd, 
Thf shades enclai'd the hallow'd land ; 

In clouds of Eight he was airay'd, 
And venerable daikjiess bis pavilion made. 

Wben he appeat'd ami'd in hii power and mil 
He veil'd the beatific light ; 
When terrible with majestj, 
. Id tempeata he gave laws, and clod hlmtelf in 

Ere the fonndationofthe earth was laid, 
Oi biightei firnianHDt was made; 
Ere matter, lime, or place was kiMWB, 

Thou, Honarch Daikness, eway'dtt these i 

realms a lone. 

But now the moon (though gaj with bonan'd 
iDTodes thy scanty lot of Night : 
By rebel subjects thou'rt betiay'd. 

The uaicb; of stars depose theii monaich, S 



STAXZAB ON WOMAR. 



119 



Tet fiidiiig Light its empire must resigni 
And Nature's power submit to thine : 
And universal ruin shall erect thy thronei 

And fata confirm thy kingdom evermora th^ own. 



STANZAS ON WOMAN. 

Whkn lovely woman stoops to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can sooth her melancholy, 
IVhat art can wash her guilt away? 

The 6nly art her guilt to cover. 
To hide her shame from every eye, 

To give repentance to her lover. 
And wring his bosom — is to die. 




BDWiN AND ANGBUN^; 



uTvRiT, gentle Hentdt of the dale, 

"To where yon taper cheen Ibe vale, 

<■ For here foclorn and IobI I tread, 
" With fsinttng BlepB and alow; 

" Wliere wildi immeasurablj ipread', 
'' Seem leDglh'ning u I go." 

*> Forbear, mj un," tbs Henrit criei, 
" To tempt the dangerou* gloom ; 

" For fonder laitlilesa ptjafifoiii Ait 
" To lui« fbee to tiij doOU. 

t'Hare to the houaelen child of want 

" My door is open itill ; 
" And though lay portion ia but acant, 

'* I give it with good will. 

" Then turn lo-niglil, and freely ihara 

" Whate'er my cell bescowi ; 

"My rushy couch and tojil taie, 

" Afy blesaio^ and n^nw- 
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« No flockfi thut range the valley firee^ 

** To slaughter I condemn ; 
M Taught by that power that pitieB me^ 

<il kWBlo pity thtm : 

« But from the mountaui's grassy side 

<' A guiltless feast I bring ; 
<< A scrip with herbs and fruits supply'd, 

^< And water from the qNring. 

<< Then pilgrim, tarn, thy cares forego ; 

<' All earth-bom cares are wrong ; 
'< Man wants but little here below, 

<< Nor wants that little long." 

Soft as the dew from Heaven descends, 

His gentle accents fell : 
The modest stranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far in a wilderness obscure 

The lonely mansion lay, 
A refuge to the nei^b'ring poor, 

And strangers led astray. 

No stores beneath its humble thatch 

Requir'd a master's care ; 
The wicket, opening with a latch, 

Receiv'd the harmless pair. 



stable »tote, 

US «!<*»** J„p,to the heMtb, 
Thect»<*lu»6 -» 

TO sooda«hes«^,Vi. heart, 

,«tbettenmtW'd' 
His tu»"6 c'^^; ,„e oppte^ : • 

..And»he°'«'7;fthyb»ast? 
MTheso""*' 

habitations spuia'*' 
..Frombettex*"*'^ „,e? 
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<^ Alas ! the joys that fortune briiigs, 

<< Are trifling and decay ; 
<' And those who prize the paltry thifligs, 

^* More trifling still than they. 

*< And what is friendship but a name, 

<< A charm that lulls to sleep ; 
<< A shade that follows wealth or fame, 

<< But leaves the wretch to weep ? 

<' And love is still an emptier sound, 

<' The modem fair-one's jest : 
^< On earth unseen, or only found 

<< To warm the turtle's nest. 

<< For shame, fond youth, thy sorrows hush, 

<' And spurn the sex," he said : 
But while he spoke, a rising blush 

His love-lorn guest betray'd. 

Surprised he sees new beauties rise. 

Swift mantling to the view ; 
Like colours o'er the morning skies, 

As bright, as transient too. 

The badiful look, the rising breast. 

Alternate spread alarms : 
The lovely stranger stands confest 

A maid in all her charms, 




EDWIN AND JNCELINA. 

" Add oh ! rorgive a itrnnger rude, 
" A wrelch forlorn," ebe cry'd i 

" Wboiie feet uDhallow'd tbue inliudi 
" Where Uenv'n and ;ou rtaUB. 

" But lei a maid lb; pity Ehaie, 
" Wbom lave has taught to atraji ; 

" Who Melis for reel, hut findi Despsi 
" Compttnion of her way. 

" Mj father liv'd beaide the Tyne, 
" A wealthy lord was he ; 

" And all his neeltb was inarh'i] U m 
" He had but onjy me. 

<> To win me from hia lender arou 
<■ Unnumber'd suitois came ; 

" Who praii'd me for imputed cbsnni 
"And felt, or feiga'd a flsme. 

'< Each hour a mercenary crowd 
« With richest proffers strove ; 

" AmoD^ the rest young Edwin boi 
" But never talk'd ofloTe. 

<■ In humble umplest habit clad, 



EDWJN AND ANGELINA. 1^ 

<< And when, beside me in the dale, 

" He carol'd lays of love, 
<^ ms breath lent fragrance to the gale 

<< And music to the grove. 

^< The Uossom opening to the day, 

** The dews of Heav^nrefin'd, 
'' Could nought of purity display 

<< To emulate his mind. 

<< The dew, the blossom on the tree, 
<< With charms inconstant shine ; 

<( Their charms were his, but wo to me, 
^< Their constancy was mine. 

<< For still I try'd each fickle art, 

^ Importunate and vain ; 
^< And while his passion touch'd my heart, 

<< I triumph'd in his pain. 

" Till quite dejected with my scorn, 

<' He left me to my pride ; 
<<^ And sought a solitude forlorn, 

<^ In secret, where he died. 

'< But mine the sorrow, mine the fault, 

^< And well my life shall pay ; 
<< m seek the solitude he sought, 

^< And stretch me where he lay. 
l2 



i 



BOiriH AND UtOELIRA. 

" And tberc foiloni drapairing Ud, 

" I'll la; RK down uid die; 
" Twag ao for me tbst Edwin dU, 

" And to fvi him will L" 

" Fortnd it Hcav'n !" Ibe HenbU ety'i. 

And clup'd her to hii bramM : 
The wondering fair one tuin'd to chide,— 

Twaa Edwin'i self that pnM. 

" TuiD, Angelina, svei dear, 

" U; chHimer, turn to ne 
<' Th; own, thy king-loit Edwtn here, 

'< Reator'd to Ion aodlbra. 

" Thin let mn hold thB« Id tltr heart, 

" Aod every core reiign : 
"And ahall we nevei, nevei part, 

"My life— mj all thal'amim? 

*' No atvti Erom this hoAr to pulf 
"We'll Uto and love n tnH| 

" The ugh that rende thy comtani baut, 
"ShaU btcak thy Edwin'* ton,"' 



WRITTEN IN A COUNTRY CHURCH-YARD. 



THExurfew toHs the knell of parting day; 

The lowing herds wind slowly o^er the lea ; 
The ploughman homeward plods his weary way. 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landscape on the sight, 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds ; 

Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowsy tinklings lull the distant folde. 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled tower, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain. 

Of such, as wand'ring near her secret b^wer, 
Molest her ancient solitai^ reign. 

Beneatii these rugged elms, ^at yew tiree^s shade^ 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heam 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid, 
The rude forefothers of the hamlet sleep. 

The breezy call of incense breathing morn. 

The swallow, twitt'ring fconklUe «V.tvw-\iM\\^%'o«A^ 
Tie cock*8 shrill clarion ot the ^<:^ovR%\tfsvft.^ 
1^0 more shall rouse tkiwa ixom >i:wfc\\ VjwV^^*^ 




For them no more the blazing hearth •hall bars, 
Or but; housewife ply taer evening core ; 

Ho children run to lisp their sLre'e retain, 
Or climb his knees,^ the envied kiss to Bhaie. 

OA did the harden to ibeir eickle yield ; 

Their furrow oft the etubbom glebe bos broka: 
How jocund did the; drive Iheir team a-field ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their nuidj ttnk* 



The short and ^mple annala of the poor. 

The boast ofbernldry, the pomp of power. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gan^ 

Await, alike, the inevitable hour ; 
The paths of glory lead — but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to theie ■ fault, 
Ifmem'ryo'er tbeit lamb no tiofdiieB rain, 

Wbeie through the long drawn aiile and fretted Tku 
The pealiag anthem iwells the note of praiae. 

Can BtDry'd urn, or animated bust. 
Back to its mansion call the fleeUng breath I 

Can honour's voice provoke the silent duit, 
Or flati'iy sooth the dull cold eat of death.' 



ELEGY. 121) 

Perhaps, in this neglected spot is laid 
Some heart, once pregnant with celestial fye : 

Hands that the rod of empire might have sway'd, 
Or wak'd to ecstacy the Hying lyre : 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of time did ne'er unroll; 

Chill penury repress'd their noble rage, 
And fipoae the genial current of the soi^L 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene, 
The dark, unfathom'd caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flower is born to bhish unseen, 
And waste its sweetness on the deserl air. 

Some village Hampden, that, with daunttoss breast, 
The little tyrant ol his fields withstood ; 

Some mute, inglorious Milton here may rest; 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country'! Uood. 

Th' applause of listening senates to commawi^ 
The threats of pain and ruin to despise^ 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiMng land. 
And read tiieir hist'ry in a nation's eyes^ 

Their' lot forbade ; nor circumscrfb'd alone. 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confln'd ; 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne, 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankhid : 




m Iheee bones from insuli to protect, 
ail memoiial still erected nigh, 
Willi iiucouih rhyiiiea niid aliapeleSB aculpti 
Implorea the pUBsiog Iribule ora sigh. 

name, iheit ye ais, Pp*lt hy th' unlelle 
The place of fame and elegy supply; 
And many a boly text uiuund she atrewi, 
Tbal teach tbe rustic moraliBU la die. 

For who, to dumb foigeirulneBB a prey, 
This pleasing, anxious being e'er resigu'd 

LeAihe wacm precincts of tlie cheerful day 
Kor cast one louging, ling'ritig look bebin 



ir ashes live Ibeir wontnd aii 



r 



ELEGY. 181 

For thee, who mindful of the unhonour'd dead, 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate, 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led, 
Some kindred spirit shall inquire thy fate. 

Haply, some hoary headed swain may say, 
^ Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn, 

Brushing with hasty steps, the dews away. 
To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

There at the foot of yonder nodding beech. 
That wreathes its old fantastic roots so high, 

His listless length at noontide would he stretch, 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

Hard by yon wood, now smiling, as in scorn, 
Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove : 

Now drooping, woful wan, like one forlorn, 
Or crazM with care, or crossM in hopeless love. 

One mom I mlss'd him on th' accustom'd hill. 
Along the heath, and near his favorite tree ; 

Another came, nor yet beside the rill. 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 

The next, with dirges due, in sad array. 
Slow through the churchway path we saw him borne, 

Approach and read (for tliou canst read) the lay, 
'Grav'd on the stone beneath yon aged thorn." 




THE EPITAPH. 
Here rest) hla head upon Ibe lopof cartb, 

A jDUth to foftum and to daiB unknowD ; 
Pail Science fiown'd not on his humble hlrth. 

And meloDchol; maik'd him lor her own. 

Large «afl his bounty, and hii foal rincan : 
HeBYen did a ncampeHe at largtly aend. 

He gave to mli'rTall ha had — ■ tear; 

He gain'd from heaven Ctwas all he wiifa'd) a 1 

No fnnbw Mek hia maiita to diaeloM, 

Or draw bla Trailliee from their diead abode, 

(There thejr, alike, in trambllog hope npoee,) 
The hoiom of tiii Father and hii God, 



ODE TO LEVEN WATER. 

Oh lieven's banksy while free to rove 
And tune the rilral pipe to love, 
I envied not the happiest swain 
That ever trod the Arcadian plain. 
Pure stream ! in whose transparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave ; 
No torrents stain thy limpid source ; 
Ko rocks impede thy dimpling course. 
That sweetly warbles o'er its bed, 
With white, round, polishM pebbles spread ; 
While, lightly poised, the scaly brood. 
In myriads cleave thy crystal flood ; 
The springing trout, in speckled pride ; 
The salmon, monarch of the tide ; 
The ruthless pike, intent on war ; 
The silver eel, and mottled par. 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make, 
By bowers of birch and groves of pine, 
And hedges flower'd with eglantine. 
Still on thy banks so gayly green. 
May num'rous herds and flocks be seen : 
And lasses, chanting o'er the pail ; 
And shepherds, piping in the dale ; 
And ancient faith, that knows no guile ; 
And industry, embrown'd with toil ; 
And hearts resolv'd and hands prepar'd^ 
The blessings they enjoy to f^ai^. 

M 



BEAM OF TRANQUILLITY. 



A BEAM of tranquillity smil'd in die west, . 

The storms of the morning pursued us no morey 
And the wave, while it welcomM the moment of rettf 

Still heav'd, as remembering ills that were o^er I 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour, 
Its passions were sleeping, were mute as the dead. 

And the spirit becalm'd but remember'd their power. 
As the billow the form of the gale that was fled ! 

I thought of the days, when to pleasure alone 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known, 
Was pity for those who were wiser than 1 1 

I felt, how the pure, intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its heavenly ray ; 
How soon in the lavishing cup of desire, 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I pray'd of that Spirit who lighted the flamey 

That pleasure no more might its purity dim ; 
And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 
I might give back l\\e g,em \ Yi^^\)Qrtv«i'a. fjcom him i 



BEAM OF TRANQUILLITY. 135 

The thought was ecstatic ! I felt as if Heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if^ passion all chasten'd and error forgiven, 
My heart had begun to be purely its own ! 

I look'd to the west, and the beautiful sky 

Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more— 

<<0h ! thus," I exclaim'd, <<can a heavenly Eye 
<< Shed light on the soul that was darken^ before !"* 



# Ft. iv. ft.— Lord^liftthou up^the light of thy counteiiance upon us. 



A CANADIAN BOAT SONG, 

WRITTElfr ON THE RIVEK ST. LAWABVCS. 

Fadttlt as tolls the evening chime, 
Our voices keep tune, and our oars keep tiflM* 
Soon as the woods on shore look dim, 
Well sing at St. Ann's our parting hymn ! 
Row, brothers, row, the stream runs &8t, 
The rapids are near and the daylight's past* 

Why should we yet our sail unfurl ? 
There is not a breath the blue wave to curl; 
But when the wind blows off the shore, 
Oh, sweetly we'll rest our weary oar. 

Blow, breezes, blow, &c. 

Ut&was tide ! this trembling moon 
Shall see us float over thy surges soon. 
Saint of this green Isle ! hear our prayer. 
Grant us cool heavens and favouring air ! 
Blow, breezes, blow, &c. 



MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 

A DIRGE. 

Whsjt chill November'it surly blast 

Made fields and forests bare, 
One ev'ning as I wander'd forth 

Along the banks of Ayr, 
I spy'd a man, whose aged step 

Seem'd weary, worn with care ; 
His face was furrow'd o'er with years, 

And hoary was his hair. 

Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou f 

(Began the rev'rend Sage ;) 
Does thhrst of wealdi thy step constrain. 

Or youthful Pleasure's rage ? 
Or haply prest with cares and woes, 

Too soon thou hast began 
To wander forth, with me, to mourn 

The miseries of Man. 

The Sun that overhangs yon moors,. 

Out spreading far and wide. 
Where hundreds labour to support 

A haughty lordling's pride ; 
I've seen yon weary w\ntet-%\KSt 

Twice forty times i«Xuti\ \ 



O Man ! while in tby eatij yeaie, 
HoWlKHl^oftlci*? 

Mis-epending all tby piecioui houn, 

Tb; gldiious joulhM prime. 
AltBrna.le Follies take the away ; 

LicektlouB PaedoiM barw; , 
Which teolbltl' IMM ptta WhtatA law. 

That man mat moa* •* MMr*. 

Look Dot alone on yosWhtptUW, 

Or maiilMied'B active ttigM ) 
Han Ibsa U uaeful to hiatlad, 

Sui^rt«d is his right ; 
But see btm on the edge of life, 

With Caia* tdd Sotrow* warn, 
Then Age and Watits oh ! IB mftKh-li pk 

Show man waomado t» inotHri. 

A few M«m fit*(nirtte< of Fate, 

In Pleatute^ lapcaren; 
Yet, iMnt not U) iHa Richi and G#kt 

Aie likewise ttu^ blen. 
But oh '. what ccowda in every land. 

Are wTotched and fbrlom ! 
Tbro' weaiy IM Oii« lenOn toaiTi, 

That mas wAt made lo mourn. 

Many and Amp Aw BuirfMmS'Sh 
luH-oren witkout ftwnc; 
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More poiqted still we make ourselTeSy 

Regret, Remoreey aitd ShaoM | 
And Man, whose heaven erected face 

The aiblles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanHy to Man 

Makes emmtleei thoasands moam* 

See Tondef poot o'erlabour'd wiglity 

So abject) mean, and vile, 
VTho begs a Brolhtf of the Earth 

To give him leave to toil ; 
And see his Lordly fellow-worm 

The poor petition spurn, 
Unmindful, though a weeping wile. 

And helpless oflfspring mourn. 

If I'm designed yon lordling's slave, 

By Nature's law design'd, 
Why was an independent wish 

E'er planted in my mind ? 
If not, why am I subject to 

His cruelty, or scorn? 
Or why has Man the will and powV 

To make his fellow mourn .' 

Yet, let not this too much, my Son, 

Disturb thy youthful breast ; 
This partial view of human kind 

Is surely not the last. 
The poor, oppressed, honest man, 

Had never wn beenboiiVi 




MAN WAS MADE TO MOURV. 

Had there not been some recompense 
To comfort those that mourn. 

O Death ! the poor man^s dearest iiiendy 

The kindest and the best ; 
Welcome the hour my aged limbs 

Axe laid with thee at rest. 
The Great, the Wealthy, fear thy blow, 

From pomp and pleasure torn ; 
But oh ! a blest relief to those 

That weary-laden mourn. 



O'CONNOR'S CHILD: 

OR, 

THE FLOWER OF LOVE UES BLEEDING. 

Oh ! once the harp of Innisfail* 

Was strung full high to notes of gladness ; 

But yet it often told a tale 

Of more prevailing sadness. 

Sad was the note, and wild its fall, 

As winds that moan at night forlorn 

Along the isles of Fion-Gael, 

When for O'^Connor's child to mourn. 

The harper told, how lone, how four 

From any mansion^s twinkUng star. 

From any path of social men. 

Or voice but from the fox's den, 

The Lady in the desert dwelt, 

And yet no wrongs, no fear she felt : 

Say why should dwell in place so wild 

The lovely pale O'Connor's chUd ? 

Sweet lady ! she no more inspires 
Green Erin's heart with beauty's p^'r, 
As in the palace of her sires '" " 
She bloom'd a peerless flow'r. 

* The ancient mmt tiLlnVnA.. 




2 CON1IOR8 CHILD. 

Gone from her hand and bosoiD, gone, 
Tb« regal brocbe, the jewell'd ring, 
Thai o'ei her dauling whitenesa dume 
Like deks on lilies of thu Bpriog. 
Yet why, though feU'n her brother's kero 
Beneath De Bourgo's battle netn, 
While yet in Leineler unexploi'd, 
Her friendi euivive the Engliib sword ; 
Whf lingeig ibe fiom Erine boat, 
So far on Gaiwaj^'B ehipwieck'd coait ; 
Why wandets she a huntresa wild— 
The lovely pale O'Coimor'B cbUdf 

And fii'd on empty space, why bom 
Het eyes with momeatary wildtten : 
And wbetefoie do they iIwd return 
To mace than woman's mildnen? 
Kslievelld are her raven lotks, 
Oq Connocht MomaS name she calls ; 
And ott amidst the lonely rocks 

She sings sweet madrigals. 

Plac'd in the foxglove and the mon. 

Behold a parted wariior's cross ! 

That is the spot where, evermore, 

The lady, at her shielingt door. 
Enjoys that in communion sweet, 

The living and the dead can meet ; 

For lo ! to love-lorn fantasy, 

The hero of hei heart is nig^. 

• Kenw, tbeaiKieiillriihfliotBaldlMT. 
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Bright as the bow that spans the stonn. 
In Erin's yellow Testure clad, 
A son of light, a lovely form, 
He comes and makes her glad : 
Now on the grass-green turf he sits. 
His tassellM horn beside him laid ; 
Now o'er the hills in chase he flits. 
The hunter and the deer a shade ! 
Sweet mourner ! those are shadows vain, 
That cross the twilight of her brain : 
Tet she will tell you, she is blest, 
Of Connocht Moran's tomb possess'd. 
More richly than in Aghrim^s bow'r. 
When bards high prais'd her beauty's pow'r. 
And kneeling pages offer'd up 
The morat* in a golden cup. 

* A hero's bride ! this desert bow'r, 
^ It ill befits diy gentle breeding : 

^ And wherefore dost thou love this flow'r 

* To call — My love lies bleeding ?' 

<< This- purple flow'r my tears have nurs'd ; 
A hero's blood supply'd its bloom : 
I love it, for it was the first 
That grew on Connocht Moran's tomb. 
Oh t hearken, stranger, to my voice ! 
This desert mansion is my choice ; 
And blest, tho' fatal, be the star 
That led me to its wilds afar : 

« A drink mtile of tbe juice of mulbarry mixed with honey. 



4 d'cohwor's child. 

For here these pbUiIcbb mountun* irae 
Gave sheher lo my lave and me ; 
And every rack uid every ilaiM 
Bote witness Itial he w» my awn. 

" O'Connor's child, I was tbe bud 
Of Eriii'a royal tree of glory ; 
Bui WD to Ihem that wrapt in blood 
The Uisus of my Bloty 1 
Still as I clasp my buiiiing brain, 
A death-flce;u rashes on my ri^t i 
It rises o'ci and o'er a^tia. 
The bloody leud,— Uw fatal night, 
Wbea chafing Connochl Moran'sscom 
They call'd mj hero basely hom; 
And bade hint choose a meaoer biide 
Than from O'Connor's house of pride. 
Their tribe, they said, their lugh degjn 
Was sung in Tara's psaltsty* i 
Witness their Earth's victorious brandl 
And Cathal of tlie bloody hand, — 
Qlory (they said) and power and botw 
Were in the buuwod ofO'CoDDor; 
Bui he, my lov'i! oue, bore in field 
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Ye fought the English of the pale, 
And stemmM De Bourgo^s chivalry ? 
And what was it to love and me. 
That barons by your standard rode ; 
Or beal-fires* for your jubilee. 
Upon an hundred mountains glow'd. 
What tho' the lords of tower and dome 
From Shannon to the North-Sea foam, — 
Thought ye your iron hands of pride 
Could break the knot that love had tied ? 
No : — ^let the eagle change his plume, 
The leaf its hue, the flow'r its bloom ; 
But ties around this heart were spun. 
That could not, would not, be undone ! 

*' At bleating of the wild-watch fold 
Thus sang my love—* O come with me : 

< Our bark is on the lake : behold, 

< Our steeds are fastened to the tree. 

* Come far from Castle Connor's clans — 

< Come with thy belted forestere, 

* And I beside the lake of swans, 

< Shall hunt for thee the fallow deer, 

* And build thy hut and bring thee home 

* The wild fowl, and the honey-comb ; 

* And berries from the wood provide, 

' And play my clarshecht by thy side. 

• Fires lighted on May-day on the hill tops by the Iristi. 
t The harp. 
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* Then come, my love !' — How could I stay ! 
Our nimble stag-hounds trackM the way^ 
And I pursuM by moonless skies, 
The light of Connocht Moran's eyes. 

<< And fast and far, before the star 
Of day-spring rush'd we thro^ the glade, 
And saw at dawn the lofty bawn* 
Of Castle-Connor fade. 
Sweet was to us the hermitage 
Of this unplough'd, untrodden shore : 
Like birds all joyous from the cage, 
For man's neglect we lovM it more. 
And well he knew, my huntsman dear, 
To search the game with hawk and spear ; 
While I, his evening food to dress. 
Would sing to him in happiness. 
But oh, that midnight of despair ! 
When I was doomM to rend my hair : 
The night, to me of shrieking sorrow ! 
The night, to him that had no morrow i 

'* When all was hush'd at eventide, 
I hear'd the baying of dieir beagle : 
Be hushM ! my Connocht Moran cried, 
'Tis but the screaming of the eagle. 
Alas I 'twas not the eyrie's sound. 
Their bloody bands had trackM us out : 
Up-list'ning starts our couchant hound — 
^ And hark ! again, that nearer shout 

* Ancient tort^ftcaWon. 
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Bring* &8ter on the murderers. 

Spare — spare him — ^Bazil — Desmond fierce ! 

In vain — no voice the adder charms ; 

Their weapons cross' d my sheltering arms; 

Another's sword has laid him low — 

Another's and another's ; 

And every hand that dealt the blow — 

Ah me ! it was a brother's i 

Yes, when his moanings died away. 

Their iron hands had dug the clay, 

And o'er his burial turf they trod, 

And I beheld— Oh God ! Oh God I 

His life-blood oozing from the sod I 

*< Warm in his death-wounds sepulchred, 
Alas ! my warrior's spirit brave, 
Nor mass nor ulla-lulla* heard, 
Lamenting sooth his grave. 
Dragg'd to their hated mansion back, 
How long in thraldom's grasp I lay, 
I know not, for my soul was black, 
And knew no change of night or day. 
One night of horror round me grew ; 
Or if I saw, or felt, or knew, 
'Twas but when those grim visages, 
The angry brothers of my race, 
Glar'd on each eye-ball's aching throb. 
And check'd my bosom's pow'r to sob ; 
Or when my heart with pulses drear, 
Beat like a death-watch to my ear. 

*The Irish Jameotation f or tho ^e«& 
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*^ But Heaven, at last, my soul's ecfipK 
Did with a vision bright inspire : 
I woke, and felt upon my Upe 
A prophetess's fire. 
Thrice in the east a war-drum beat| 
I heard the Saxon's trumpet sound. 
And rang'd as to the judgment seat 
My guilty, trembling brothers round. 
Clad in the .helm and ^ield they came ; 
For now De Bourgo's sword and flame 
Had ravag'd Ulster's boundaries^ 
And lighted up the midnight skies. 
The standard of O'Connor's sway. 
Was in the turret where I lay : 
That standard, with so dire a look, 
As ghastly shone the moon and pale, 
I gave, — ^that every bosom shook 
Beneath its iron maiL 

<< And go ! I cried, the combat seek, 
Ye hearts that unappalled bore 
The anguish of a sister's shriek. 
Go ! — and return no more ! 
For sooner guilt the ordeal brand 
Shall grasp unhurt, than ye shall hold 
The banner with victorious hand. 
Beneath a sister's curse unrolled. 
' Oh stranger ! by my country's loss ! 
And by my love ! and by the cross ! 
I swear I never could have spoke 
The curse thatwvei'd)Cka\\ue^%^QkV&\ 
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But that a spirit o^er me stood, 
And fir'd me with the wrathful mood ; 
And firenzy to my heart was giv'n^ 
To speak the malison of heaven. 

<< They would have crossM themselves all rnute^ 

They would have prayM to burst the spell ; 

But at the stamping of my foot 

Each hand down pow'rless fell. 

And go to Athunree !* I cried. 

High lift the banner of your pride ! 

But know that where its sheet unrolls 

The weight of blood is on your souls ! 

Go where the havoc of your kerne 

Shall float as high as mountain fern ! 

Men shall no more your mansion know 1 

The nettles on your hearth shall grow \ 

Dead as the green oblivious flood, 

That mantles by your walls, shall be 

The glory of O'Connor^s blood ! 

Away ! away to Athunree ! 

Where downward when the sun shall fall ■ 

The raven's wing shall be your pall ; 

And not a vassal shall unlace 

The vizor from your dying face ! 

*' A bolt that overhung our dome 
Suspended till my curse was giv'n, 
Soon as it passM these lips of foam 
Peal'd in the blood-red heaven. 

The batUe fought in 13U, which dM\^«^V\Al^^^\V^tosi^ 

V 2 
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Di[l^ WB9 ihe look that o'er Iheii bft 
The Hn|ry paitlng bnitherE thiew ; 
But now, botiold ! liks cata.acU, 
Come down the hlllu in vi«w 
O'CoiiDor'E plumed paitilttns, 
Thcice ten IntiiirBllian cluia 
Were marching to tlieir doom ; 
A sudden Etorm their plumage lou'd 
k flash of lightning ti'ei theiHcrots' 
And all again was glaom : 
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SOLDIER'S DREAM. 



OiTR bugles sang truce — ^for the night cloud had low'r'd^ 
And the sentinel stars set their watch in the sky ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground overpow^r'd, 
The weary to sleep, and the wounded to die. 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw, 
By the wolf-scaring faggot that guarded the slain ; 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw, 
And thrice ere the morning I dream't it again. 

Methought from the battle-field's dreadful array, 
Far, far I had roam'd on a desolate track ; 

Twas autumn — and sunshine arose on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields traversM so oft 

In life's morning march, when my bosom was young ; 

I heard my own mountain-goats bleating aloft, 
And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reape 
sung. 
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Then ptedg'd we the wine-cup, nnd fondly 
From my hnme and my weeping friends 

My Utile one's kiss'd me a thousand times 
And my wife sobb'd aloud in her fulneai 



Z'^t Bj>(ti0 l^ento. 



ADV£RTISCBiENT. 
illowiug Poem was occasioned by a fact which had recently 
ened at the time of its first poblicatioo, in 1773. A Negro, 
Dging to the Captain of a West-India-man, having agreed to 
y a white woman, bis fellew>servant, in order to eSlBCt his 
lose, left his imster's house, and procured himself to be bap~ 
1 ; but being detected and taken, he was sent on board the 
ain*s vessel then lying in the river : where, finding no chance 
leaping, and preferring death to another voyage to America* 
M>k an opportunity of stabbing himself. As soon as hb deter- 
itiod is fixed, be it supposed to write this Epistle to bit in- 
led wife. 



jim'd witli thy sad last gift — ^the pow'r to die ! 
y shafts, stern Fortune, now I can defy ; 
ly dreadful mercy points at length the shore, 
here all is peace, and men are slaves no more ; 
lis weapon, ev'n in chains, the brave can wield, 
id vanquish^ quit triumphantly the field : 
neath such wrongs let pallid Christians live, 
ch they can perpetrate, and may forgive, 
t while I tread that gulf's tremendous brink, 
here nature shuddersi and where being? nnk, 
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Ere yet this hand a life of torment close) 
And end by one determin'd stroke my woes. 
Is there a fond regret, which moves my mind 
To pause, and cast a lingering look behind? 

my lov'd bride ! — for I have call'd thee mine. 
Dearer than life, whom I with life resign, 

For thee ev'n here this faithful heart shall glow^ 
A pang shall rend me, and a tear shall flow.-^ 
How shall I sooth thy grief^ since fate denies 
Thy pious duties to my closing eyes? 

1 cannot clasp thee in a last embrace, 
Nor gaze in silent anguish on thy face ; 

I cannot raise these fetterM arms for thee^ 
To ask that mercy Heav'n denies to me ; 
Yet let thy tender breast my sorrows share, 
Bleed for my wounds, and feel my deep despair. 
Yet let thy tears bedew a wretch's grave. 
Whom Fate forbade thy tenderness to save. 
Receive these sighs — to thee my soul I breathe^ 
Fond love in dying groans is all I can bequeath. 

' Why did I, slave, beyond my lot aspire ? 
Why didst thou fan the inauspicious fire f 
For thee I bade my drooping soul revive ; 
For thee alone I could have borne to live ; 
And love, I said, shall make me large amends. 
For persecuting foes, and faithless friends: 
Fool that I was ! inur'd so long to pain^ 
To trust to hope, or dream of joy again. 
Joy, stranger guest, my easy faith betray'd, 
And love now points to death's eternal shade ; 
There, while I rest from misery'^s ^^.Wv^load^ 
Be thou the care of ever p\ty\ft^ Oo^\ 
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Nor may that demon's unpropitious powV, 
Who shed his influence on my natal hour, 
Pursue thee too with unrelenting hate, 
And blend with mine the colour of thy fate. 
For thee may those soft hours return again, 
When Pleasure led thee smiling o'er the plain, 
Ere, like some hell-born spectre of dismay, 
I cross'd thy path, and darken'd all the way. 
Ye wavinf; groves, which from this cell I view ! 
Ye meads, now glittering with the morning dew ! 
Te flowers, which blush on yonder hated shore, 
That at my baneful step shall fade no more, 
A long farewell ! — I ask no vernal bloom — 
No pageant wreaths to wither on my tomb. 
Let serpents hiss and night-shade blacken there, 
To mark the friendless victim of despair ! 

* And better in th' untimely grave to rot, 
The world and all its cruelties forgot. 
Than dragg'd once more beyond the western main, 
To groan beneath some dastard planter's chain, 
Where my poor countrymen in bondage wait 
The slow enfranchisement of lingering fate. 
Oh ! my heart sinks, my dying eyes o'erflow, 
When memory paints the picture of their wo ! 
For I have seen them, ere the dawn of day, 
Rous'd by the lash, begin their cheerless way : 
Greeting with groans unwelcome morn's return. 
While rage and shame their gloomy bosoms burn : 
And, chiding every hour the slow-pacM sun. 
Endure their toils till all his race was run ; 
No eye to mark their suflerings with a tear, 
No /riend to comfort, and no \io^ Xo <^^,f^.l^ 
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Then like tbe dull uopitied brutei nptli 
To aialls as wtetched, and as raaiM a fan : 
ThBJik Heai'n, ona day of miMiy was o'er. 
And sink to deep, and wigb to wake no mora^ — 
Sleep on ! ye loet compaDiooa of m; woei, 
Foi whom ia death thii tear of pity flom ; 
Sleep and enjoy the only boon of Mear's, 
To you in common irith your tycant'i gii'n ! 

while iofi (lumber bom their couchee Biei, 
Still may the balmy bleulng atsep your eyei; 
In swift oblivion lull awhile your woes. 

And biigbteat vinoni gladden the repase ! 
Let Fancy, then, unconscioui of the change, 
Through our own fields and native forests range; 
Waft ye to each ance-haunted stream and grove, 
And visit every long-loBi scene ye love ! 

1 sleep no mare — nor in the midnight shads 
Invoke ideal phunlomi lo my aiti : 

Nor wake again, abandon'd and forlorn, 
To find each dear delusion fled at mom ; 
A slow consuming tieath let others wait, 
1 snatch destruction from unwilling fata. 
Ton ruddf nreaks the tiling sun proclaim. 
That nrver more shall beam upon my shame ( 
Bright orb ! for others lei thy glory shine. 
Mature the golden grain and purple vine. 
While fiilter'd Afric still for Europe toils, 
And Nature's plunderers riot on her spoils ; 
Be tlielrs the gifts thy partial rays supply, 
Be mine tbe gloomy privilege to die. 
'And thou, whose impious avaiice and {itide 
Tbe holy Cross to my sad Vnowt dsiocA, 
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'orbade me Nature's common lights to claim, 
^ share with thee a Chiistiaa's Bacred name ; 
«*bou too» iactwoll^for not beyond the grave 
Extendi tbjr power, nor is my dust thy slate. 
^ 7ain Heav^a spread so wide the swelling seAj 
Vast watery barrier, 'twixt ti^ world and me ; 
Swift sound the globe, by eanh nor Heav*n eontrord, 
tly stem oppression, and dire lust of gold. 
Where'er the hell-hounds mark their bloody Way, 
Still nature groans, and man becomes their prey. 
In the wild wastes of Afric's sandy plain, 
Where roars the lion through his drear domain j 
To curb the savage monarch in the chase, 
ThefiB too Heaven planted man's majestic race ; 
Bade reason's sons with nobler titles rise, 
Uft lugh their brow sublime, and scan the skies. 
What though the sun in his meridian blaze 
Dart on their naked limbs his scorching rays : 
What though no ro^ tints adorn their face, 
No silken tresses- shine with flowing grace : 
Yet of ethereal temper are their souls^ 
And in their veins the tide of honour rolk: 
And vakrar kindles there the hero's ftatrie, 
Contempt of death, and thirst of martial ftme ; 
And jMty melts the sympathising breast. 
Ah ! fatal virtue ! — for the brave distress'd. 

* My tortar'd bosom, sad remembrance spare ; 
Why dost thoo plant thy keenest daggers there .' 
And show me what I was, and aggravate despair ? 
Te streams of Gambia, and thou sacred shade ! 
Where in my youth's iirst dawn I joylbl stray 'd, 

O 
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Oft have I rous'd, unid your 

The hawlmg tiger, BJid the lion grim ! 

In vaiB the; gloried in their headlong farce, 

My javeliD pietcM themin their ra^ngcoum. 

But little did m; boding nund bewray, 

The victor and his hopee were doom'd a prey 

To humiui brucee more fell, more cruel fu Ihso IbiT- 

Ah 1 what avstla the conqueror's bloody owed, 

The generous purpose, or the dauntten dncd 

This haplcBG breaei eipoa'dao every plain. 

And liberty preferr'd to life in vain f 

Fall'a Bie my trophies, blasted is my fame. 

Myself became a thing without a name, 

Tlie apott of haughty lords, and ev'o of eluei tbi 

'Curi'd be the wind«, and cuim the tidu irtuct 

These European robbers (o our shon ! 

be that hour involi'd in endless night, 

When first their sire ameis met my nandering li^t ! 

1 call'd the wariioia from the mountain's stMp, 
To meet theM unknown teitots of the deep; 
Bous'd by Diy voice, their generous boioDU glow, 
Tbey rush indignant and demand the file, 

And poise the daru of death, and twang the bende 

When lo ! advancing o'er the sea-beat plain, 
I mark'd the leader of a warlike train ; 
Unlike bis features to our swarthy race ; 
And goldeA bait {day'd round his cuddy (aca. 
fflule with in^ioua anile and lifted hand, 
He that accosts ouiuiisi»^cx\n^\i%iA-. 
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' Ye valiant chiefs, whom love of glory lead» 

1*0 martial combats^ and heroic deeds; 

^o fierce invader your retreat explores^ 

No hostile banner waves along your shores. 

From the dread tempests of the deep we fly, 

Then lay, ye chiefe, these pointed terrors by : 

And O, your hospitable cares extend. 
So may ye never need the aid ye lend ! 
So may ye still repeat to every grove 
The songs of freedom, and the strains of love !' 
Soft as the accents of the traitor flow. 
We melt with pity, and unbend the bow ; 
With liberal hand our choicest gifts we bring. 
And point the wanderers to the freshest spring. 
Nine days we feasted on the Gambian strand. 
And songs of friendship echoed o^er the land,* 
When the tenth mom her rising lustre gave, 
The chief approached mc by the sounding wave: 
** O, youth," he said, *' what gifts can we bestow, 
Or how requite the mighty debt we owe ? 
For lo I propitious to our vows, the gale 
With milder omens fills the swelling sail. 
To-morrow's sun shall see our ships explore 
These deeps, and quit your hospitable shore* 

• * Which way soever I turned my eyes on this spot, I beheld a 
nrfect imftge of pure nature, an agreeable solitude bounded on 
my side by charmiDE landscapes ; the rural situattob of cottaxis 
I the midst of trees ; the ease and indolence of the Negroest tecfln- 
1 under the shade of their spreading foliage; the slmpUeity of 
leir drMs and manners : the whole revived Tn my mind the idef of 
ur first parents, and 1 seemed to contemplate the worid io Its pri- 
litive state. They are, generally speaking, very good-natured, 
Tciable, and obliguig.*-'^f. AdantotCt Voyage to ScMg of, Src. _ 
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Tel while we Jinget, let ua Mill employ 
The Dumber'd boura in ftiendihip and in jor ; 
Ascend our sbipt, their treasure* ate yoiii own, 
And laste tbe produce of b world unknown." 

' He epoke i with fatal eaEeinefs we burn, — I 

And quit ibe shores, undcstin'd la return I 
The Bmiliog liaitors with inadioua car« 
The goblet proffer, and the fenst pnpam. 
Till dark oblivioo shades our closing ej«i, 
And all ditario'd each laintiog warrior Uet. 
O wretches '. to four future evils blind [ 

iiu>ni forever preaenl to m; mind ! 

When bursting Irom the ueacbeioua banda of (deep, 
RousM hy the murmuTa of the davhlng deepi 

1 wohe to btindage and ignohla pains. 
And all the borrorg of a life iu chains.' 
Te Godsof Afric! in that dreadful hour 

Where, were your thunders and arenging pow'i f 
Did not my piay'rs, my groans, siy tears iavok* 
Your slum bsring justice to direct the stroke l 

* ' AiiiapugtjilonjtlH coast we very oCtea Iit belbr* a towa 
iDd Bred ipiD tor tbe ntiiss to nme oir. but DO wul Mns gear M 
At lenttli we l«med by Bine tbipa llu ««• biding dewa Ibe 
coBt. thu the ullTeg cime leldeni on baud an Engliili iblp. (Or Cht 
of beiPCdetaliMil or curled ofT; T<t M IsM kwm ventared oo beard j 
but iflbeie cbmced to spy uy Hrm, tbey would ill imnedUdy 
'-'- '- ""' 1 and make tbe ben ol ibelr "ay hose 



e to their eai 



, _, ^uropesn nillnmbave, leij 

Bd bbtimuly, witboid any provocation, stolen awsy.ftcck 
lime to ttBe, sbundsnce (rf the peonle. nM only oe tUi csast, but 
■ImeiteTery where In Guinea, wbD We came onboard Ibelrahip 
In 1 huiUeis and couUlnc annner ; tbeiie tbey have in treat num- 
bers ourUd awif , led aold la tb* plaDtaikini.--^. Jbrhf'i Duaif- 
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No Power descended to assist the brave, 
No li|^tnings flash'd, and I became a slaved ' 
From lord to lord my wretched carcass rold, 
In Christian traffic, for their sordid gold : 
Fate's blackest clouds were gather'd o'er my head ; 
And, bursting now, they mix me with the dead. 
* Yet when my fortune cast my lot with thine, 
And bade beneath one roof our labours join, 
Surpris'd I felt the tumults of my breast 
Lull'd by thy beauties to unwonted rest. 
Delusive hopes my changing soul inflame. 
And gentle transports agitate my frame. 
What though obscure thy birth, superior grace 
Shone in the glowing features of thy face. 
Ne'er had my youth such winning softness seen, 
Where Afric's sable beauties dance the green. 
When some sweet maid receives her lover's vow. 
And binds the offer'd chaplet to her brow. 
While on thy languid eyes I fondly gaze. 
And trembling meet the lustre of their rays, 
Thou, gentle virgin, thou didst not despise 
The humble homage of a captive's sighs. 
By Heav'n abandon'd, and by man betray'd, 
Each hope resign'd of comfort or of aid. 
Thy generous love could every sorrow end, 
In thee I found a mistress and a friend ; 
Still as I told the story of my woee, 
With heaving sighs thy lovely bosom rose ; 
Th0 trickling drops of liquid crystal stole 
Down thy fair cheek, and mark'd thy pitying soul : 

O % 
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Deal drops! upon my bleedini heait, like b«lm, 
They fell, and soon my toituc'd miod grew caln; 
Then iqjlcv'd couotr;, paceuls, feiends faifOt; 
HeaT'n I absoli'd, nor muimui'd at my let; 
Tlij( aacted Bmilci could every pangramore, 
And liberty becan»e lets daar thou lore. 

' Aod I heve lor'd ihee with ■> piii« • 8n, 
Aa laati «'Br fell, or womkB could ■upit- : 
No pungs like then my patlkl lyrsnta kotnt, 
Kot such theii tioaipoits, aid oM wMlt thek ^Ok 
Their loftei frames a leeble soul e«flceitlt 
A soul unus'd to iHly a< to feel: 
Damp'd by bate lucre, and repell'dhgr fftar. 
Each noblec pasilon faintly biaisB )NM. 
Not such the mortals bo inidg Aiiia brseds^ 
Mother of virlaes, and heiote deeda ; 
Deieended froni jaa ladiast oib, tbey dum 
Sublimer couragt, aod a. fiatcei AiUM. 
Haiure has tbeie, uHcbidl'd by in, impnas'd' 
Her awful majesty hi every breaib. 
Where'er she leada, impalient sf CMitMd, 
The dauntless Negro lushes t» liie goal ; 
Firm in his love, reiHstleBs in bis haw. 
His aim is conquest, tcod^ hie f Mi^n i« fttat 

■What fond aflsclion in cay bosom. ingaB! 
What soft ematiwu mhigle with toy ptdiU'! 
SUll B« thy form beloK my miad Kpp»ni, 
Mj haggard eyes are balli'd in giuliragtBaiv; 
Thy lor'd idea rushes to iDy hent^ 
Aod stern deq)alrtuap«iul»lbe lifted di 
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O could I btint these fetters which restrain 
My struggling liinbs, and waft thee o'er the main 
To some for-distant shore, where ocean roars 
In horrid tempers round the gloomj shores ; 
To some wild mountain's solitary shade, 
Where nerer Enrbpdan faith betray'd ; 
How joyful could Ij of thy love secure, 
Meet every danger, every toil endure I 
For thee I'd climb the rock, explbre th« flood. 
And tame the fainish'd savage of the i^ood. 
When scorching Matmet drinks the shriiikhig breams, 
My ckre ^ouM screen thet from its stltr^ beamir; 
At noon I'd crown thee \«rith file fairfest floW<?rs, 
At eve I'd Icfad thee to thd Safest bow^rd ; 
And when bleak i^itt htmYd UrminA the cai«. 
For thee his boYtors and hid storms I'd brave ; 
Nor SBOirS nor raging windi should danSp vty soful. 
Nor such a night as shrbudi thfe dudky pole : 
O'er the dark iraves my bofthding skiflF I'd gtiid^, 
To pierce each mightier nkomtei offhe fide ; 
Through frozen fbrests fbrce my dreadful #a^. 
In their own defts to reusff the beasts trfpifif ; 
Nor other blesring acdt, if this mi^ ^ov6 
How fix'd my passion, and how fotod my Ime, 
Then should vain fortatte to my sight ^pialy 
AM that her anger now ha6 snatch'd aw^^ ; 
Treasures more vast than Avartc* ^'e'r dofdlgtf'd 
In midnight visions t6 a Cl^istis^tf'ffmind; 
The mOiitirch> ^adem, the! cdiHfrttkoi^s meed, 
That empty pritse for whichf fh6 vaFitidtft bleed ; 




164 THE DVINO NEQBO. 

AH tbat ambition strives to snaleb from tkte, 
All ibat the goda e'er lavisli'd in cheii hate ; 
Not these ahould win Itaj lover from th; bihh, 
Or tempi a moment's absenre (roni tby chaimi ; 
Indignant would I Bj these guiltj cUmei, 
Aod ecom tbeii glones as I bale their ciimei! 

^ But whillier does my wonderiDg fancy rove? 
Hence, ye wild wishes of desponding love 1 
All 1 where is now that voice which luU'd my W0«» ; 
That angel-face, which sooth'd me to repose f 
By Nature tempted, and with pas^onljliiid. 
Are tliese the joys hope wbisper'd to my miitd ! 
It this the end of constancy like thine ! 
Are these ttM transports of a love like nune ? 
Hy hopes, my joys are vaniib'd into lii. 
And now of all that once engag'd my care, 
These chains alone remain, tbia weapon and dnpair! 

So be thy life's gay prospects alj o'ercast. 
All tby (bnd hopes diie disappoiatment blast [ 
Thus end thy golden visions, son of prido ! 
Whose ruthless ruffians lore me from my hride ; 
That beauteous priie Heav'n had reaerv'd at last. 
Sweet recompense for all my sorrows past. 
O may thy hsrden'd bosom never prove 
The tender joys of friendship or of love ! 
Yet may'st thou, doom'd to hopeless flames a pr^, 
In unrequited passion pine away 1 
May every transport violate tby rest, 
Which tears the jealous lover's gloomy breaat! 
MBy secret anguish gnaw thj cruel heart, 
Till death in all hii^lenoi* wintftB 4m>.-. 
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len, to cOH^plete the hortor of thj doom, 
favour'd rival steile upon thy tomb ! 
< Why does my lin^ring soul her flight dihiy ? ' 
»me, lovely maid, and gild the dreary way ! 
»me, wildly rushing with disorder'd chamiB^ 
id clasp thy bleedmg lover in thy arms ; 
)se his sad eyes^ receive his parting breiithj 
d Boofh him nnking to th<e shades of death ! 
come — ^thy presence can my pangs beguile, 
d bid the inexorable tyrant sniile ; 
ansported will I languish on thy IsArfeast^ 
id sink enraptur'd to eternal redt : 
le hate of men, the wrongs of fate (bigive^ 
rget my woes, and almost wish to live. 
I ! rather fly, lest aught of doubt control 
le dreadful purpose laHouring ill my soul; 
!ars must not bend me, nor thy beantiM hit)vi», 
Ills hour I triuinph ov^r fate and ]6ve ! 
'■Again with tenfold irage my boSonk burn% 
id all the femjpiest of My fi^iil t^l^rhs ; 
aid the fuyiei^ firfe iHy maddiHg brain, 
id death extends his sheltering aimis iii vAfn ; 
V unrev^iigM I fall, unpitied di& i 
id with my blood glut Pride's insatiate *ytt ! 
'Thou Christian God ! to whOtii so late 1 bowM, 
I whom my soul its "Aew allegiance vtiwM, 
hen crimes like these thy injur'd power profane, 
God of Nattire ! drt thdu call'd in vain ? 
dst thou for this sustain a mortal wourid, 
hile Heaven, and I^arth, and Hell, hung trembling 
round ? 
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Thu the«B vile tetxen migln n<r bodjr Mud, 
And Bgon; like (hit riiHract mf ndnd .' 
Od thee I call'd wilh revercDtlel >we, 
Ador'd (h; wiadom, and embtac'd thy law ; 
Tet muk thy dcftin'd codtctI m be lie*, 
Va gTOHju of ei^uiih, and hii li«id eyei, 
Thew lelling chains, polluted with his blood, 
Then bid hii toogae proclaim thee — juM and go 
But if too weak thy vaunud power to spare, 
Or Bufieringg move thee not, O hear dsipair! 
Thy hopes and blessings I alike reinga. 
But let revenge, let swift revenge be mine I 
Be this proud bark, which now triumpbant Mm 
Toee'd by tbe winds, and shatter'd by tlie tidii 
And may these fiends, who now exulting view 
The banotsofniy fortune, ftel them tool 
Be tbeiis the tonnent of a lingering &le. 
Slow Bi thy justice, dreadful as my bate ; 
Condemn'd to grasp tbe riven plank in vain, 
And chas'd by all the monsteie of tbe main ; 
And vrhile they spread tbeir unking arms to Ibi 
Then let tbeii binting souls remember me ! 
< Thanks, righteous God 1 — Revenge shall 

Too flashing lightning gave tbe dteadAit ^go. 
1 tee llie flames of heavenly anger burl'd, 
I hear your thunders shake a guilty world. 
The tune aball ctmie, tbe fated hour is nigh, 
When guiltless hlood shall penettate the sky, 
Amid these hoitore, and involving night, 
iVophelte fisiont Sash befoie my sight ; 
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tice wakes, and in their turn 

th'd triumph, and the victors mourn ; 

d, fiercest of th* infernal band, 

r snakes, and waves her flaming brand ; 

oud Commerce courts the western gales^ 

he lurid skies, and furls her sails ; 

ts his iron car, and at his wheels 

Pity weeps, and Mercy kneels ; 
!S a savage rage ^ougb all the host, 

with kindred blood the impious coast ; 
I with horror sickening Nature groans, 
ind Heaven the monstrous race disowns, 
em Genius of my native land, 
ated vengeance in his hand, 
g cross the troubled seas, and pour 
s of bell on yon devoted shore. 

of ruin mark his ruthless way ! 

the fiends exulting o^er their prey ', 
warriors gasping on the ground, 

flaming cities crash around. — 

h trembling heart the coward turns, 

h generous rage the valiant bums ; 

>n ruin, one promiscuous grave, 

) the dastard, and receives the brave — 

riumphs !— his avenging rage 

m soften, and no blood assuage. 

he trembling waves, and at the shock 

I are dash'd upon the pointed rock. 

lis flaming dart, and o'er their plains,. 

1 silence, Desolation reigns— 
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Fly swift, ye years. Irr-Arise, thou glorioiiiinom! 

Thou gieat avenger of thy race be bom ! 

The conqueror's pahn and deathlesa fame be tfain^I 

Ona generous stroke, and liberty be mine ! 

And now, ye Pow'rs I to whom the brave ore datff 

Receive me falling, and your suppliant hear. 

To you this unpolluted blood I pour. 

To you that spirit which ye gave restore ! 

I ask no lazy pleasures to possesSy 

No long eternity of happiness ;— 

But if unstained by voluntary guilt, 

At youi great call this being I have spilty 

For all the wrongs which innocent I shaie^ 

For all iVe sufier'd^ andfor all I dare ; 

O lead me to that spot, that sacred sboiei 

Where 8ouI& are free^ andm^ oppreM no mora !* 



HYMN ON THE SEASONS. 

^iriSB, as they change, Almighty Father \ these, 
"^ bat the varied God. The rolling year 
^a lull of thee. Forth ia the pleasing sprang 
^bj beauty walks, thy tenderness and love. 
Vride flush the fields ; the softening air is balm ; 
^ho the mountains round ; the forest smiles ; 
And ey*ry sense, and ev'ry heart is joy. 
TThen comet thy gik>ry in the summer months, 
With light and heat refulgent. Then thy sun 
Shoots fiill perfection thro' the swelling year. 
And oft thy voice in dreadful thunder speaks ; 
And oft at dawn, deep noon, or faUing eve, 
By brooks and groves, in hollow whisp'ring gales. 
Thyhounty shines in autumn unconfin'd, 
And spreads a common feast for all that lives. 
In winter, awful thou I with clouds and storms 
Around thee thrown, tempest o'er testiest roll'd, 
Majestic darkness ! on the whirlwind's wing 
Riding sublime, thou bidst the world adore, 
And humblest nature with thy northern blast. 

Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine, 
Deep felt in these appear ! a simple train. 
Yet so delightful mix'd, with such kind art, 
Such beauty and beneficence combin'd ; 
Shade, unperceiv'd, so soft'ning into shade ; 
And all so forming an harmonious whole ; 
Tbst, as tbey still succeed, tViey ieLV\^\v.%<^N» 

V 
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breathe your still song into the reaper's ear, 
^8 home he goes beneath the joyous moon. 
^e that keep watch in heaven, as earth asleep 
Unconscious lies, efifuse your mildest beams, 
Ve constellations ! while your angels strike, 
Amid the spangled sky, the silver lyre. 
Great source of day I best image here below 
Of thy Creator, ever pouring wide, 
From world to world, the vital ocean round, 
On nature write with ev'ry beam his praise. 
The thunder rolls: be hushM the prostrate world; 
While cloud to cloud returns the solemn hymn. 
Bleat out afresh, ye hills ; ye mossy rocks, 
Retain the sound : the broad responsive low, 
Ye vallies, raise ; for the Great Shepherd reigns^ 
And his unsufif'ring kingdom yet will come. 
Ye woodlands all, awake ; a boundless song • 
Burst from the groves ; and when the restless day 
Expiring, lays the warbling world asleep, 
Sweetest of birds! sweet Philomela, charm 
The listening shades, and teach the night his praise. 
Ye chief^ for whom the whole creation smiles ! 
At once the head, the heart, and tongue of all, 
Crown the great hymn ! in swarming cities vast, 
Assembled men, to the deep organ join. 
The long resounding voice, oft breaking clear, 
At solemn pauses, thro' the swelling base : 
And as each mingling flame increases each, 
In one united ardour rise to heav'n. 
Or if you rather choose the rural shade. 
And find a fane in every sacred grove ; 
There let the shepherd's fluXe, \3[ie w^'c^%\'^^^ 
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The prompting seraph, and the poet's lyre^ 
Still sing the God of seasons as they rolL 
For me, when I forget the darling theme^ 
Whether the blossom blows, the summer ray 
Russets the plain, inspiring autumn gleamSf 
Or winter rises in the black'hing east; 
Be my tongue mute, my fancy paint no more, 
And, dead to joy, forget my heart to beat ! 

Should fate command me to the farthest Terge 
Of the green earth, to distant barb'rous climes, 
Rivers unknown to song, where first the sun 
Gilds Indian mountains, or his setting beam 
Flames on the Atlantic isles ; Ms nought to me, 
Since God is ever present, ever felt, 
In the void waste, as in the city foil ; 
And where he vital spreads, there must be joy. 
When ev'n at last the solemn hour shaU come 
And wing my mystic flight to foture worlds, 
I cheerful will obey ; there, with new pow'ri^ 
Will rising wonders sing : I cannot go 
Where UNIVERSAL LOVE not smiles anmnd^ 
Sustaining all yon orbs, and all their suns. 
From seeming evil still educing good. 
And better thence again, and better still, 
In infinite progression. — But I lose 
Myself in Him, in LIGHT INEFFABLE! 
Come, then, expressive silence, muse His praise. 



THE HERMIT. 

Far in a wild, unknown to public view. 
From youth to age a reverend Hermit grew ; 
The moss his bed, the cave his humble cell, 
His food the fruits, his drink the crystal well ; 
Remote from man, with God he passed his days, 
Prayer all his business, all his pleasure praise. 

A life so sacred, such serene repose, 
Seem'd Heaven itself, till one suggestion rose — 
That vice should triumph, virtue vice obey ; 
This sprung some doubt of Providence^s sway : 
His hopes no more a certain prospect boast, 
And all the tenour of his soul is lost. 
So when a smooth expanse receives imprest 
Calm nature *s image on its watery breast, 
Down bend the banks, the trees depending grow. 
And skies beneath with answering colours glow ; 
But if a stone the gentle sea divide, 
Swift rushing circles curl on every side, 
And glimmering fragments of a broken sun : 
Banks, trees, and skies, in thick disorder run. 

To clear this doubt, to know the world by sight, 
To find if brooks or swains report it right, 
(For yet by swains alone the world he knew. 
Whose feet came wandering o^er the nightly dew,) 
He quits his cell : the pilgrim-staff he bore, 
Aud £x'd the scallop in hisVial\^el*ote<) 

P a 
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Then with the sun a rising journey went. 
Sedate to think, and watching each event. 

The morn was wasted in the pathless grass. 
And long and lonesome was the wild to pass : 
But when the southern sun had warm'd the day,' 
A youth came posting o^er a crossing way ; 
His raiment decent, his complexion fair. 
And soft in graceful ringlets wavM his hair ; 
Then near approaching, '^Father, hail !" he cried; 
And << Hail, my son !** the reverend sire replied : 
Words followed words, from question answer ficrir'd, 
And talk of various kind deceiv'd the road ; 
Till each with other pleas' d, and loth to pUrt, 
While in their age they differ, join in heart. 
Thus stands an aged elm in ivy bound. 
Thus youthful ivy clasps an elm around. 

Now sunk the sun ; the closing hour of day 
Came onward, mantled o'er with sober gray ; 
Nature in silence bid the world repose ; 
When near the road a stately palace rose : 
There, by the moon, thro" ranks of trees they patt, 
Whose verdure crown'd their sloping sides of grass. 
It chanc'd the noble master of the dome 
Still made his house the wandering stranger's home ; 
Yet still the kindness, from a thirst of praise, 
Prov'd the vain flourish of expensive ease. 
The pair arrive : the liveried servants wait ; 
Their lord receives them at the pompous gate. 
The table groans with costly piles of food. 
And all is more than hospitably good. 
Then led to rest, the day's loiv^ lo\\. tVv^.y dtown. 
Deep sunk in sleep, and sUk., at\d\\e^^so^^tpwti% 
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At length 'tis morn, and at the dawn of day 
Along the wide canals the zephyrs play ; 
^resh oler the gay parterres the breezes creepy 
And shake the neighbouring wood to banish sleep. 
Up rite the guests, obedient to the call ; 
An early banquet deckM the splendid hall ; 
Rich luscious wine a golden goblet grac'd, 
Which the kind master forc'd the guests to taste. 
Then, pleas'd and thankful, from the porch they go : 
And, but the landlord, none had cause of wo : 
His cup was vanish'd ; for in secret guise 
The younger guest purloinM the glittering prize. 

As one who spies a serpent in his way. 
Glistening and badiing in the summer ray, 
Disordered stops to shun the danger near, 
Then walks with faintness on, and looks with fear ; 
So seem'd the sire, when fkr upon the road 
The shining spoil his wily partner showM. 
He stopped with silence, walkM with trembling heart. 
And much he wishM, but durst not ask, to part ; 
Muntturiiig he lifts his eyes, and thinks it hard 
That generous actions meet a base reward. 

While thus they pass, the sun his glory shrouds, 
The drtlnging skies hang out their sable clouds ; 
A sound in air presagM approaching rain. 
And beasts to covert scud across the plain. 
Warn'd by the signs, the wandering pair retreat 
To seek for shelter at a neighbouring seat : 
eTwas built with turrets on a rising ground, 
And strong, and large, and unimproT'd around ; 
Its owner's temper, timorous and «fcN«t^^ 
Unkind and griping, caus'd a de%exx. ^5aftx^« 
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As near fhe miser's heavy doors they drewy 
Fierce rising gusts with sudden fiiry blew ; 
The nimble lightning mix'd with showers begtly 
And o'er their heads loud rolling thunder ran. 
Here long they knock, but knock or call in vain, 
Driv'n by the wind, and batter'd by the rain. 
At length some pity warm'd the master's breast, 
('Twas then his threshhold first received a guest :} 
Slow creaking turns the door with jealous care> 
And half he welcomes in the shivering pair ; 
One frugal faggot lights the naked walls, 
And nature's fervour through their limbs recalls : 
Bread of the coarsest sort with meagre wine, 
(Each hardly granted) servM them both to dine ; 
And when the tempest first appear'd to cease, 
A ready warning bid them part in peace. 

With still remark the pondering hermit viewM, 
In one so rich, a life so poor and rude ; 
And why should such (within himself he cried) 
Lock the lost wealth a thousand want bende f 
But what new marks of wonder soon take place 
In every setting feature of his face, 
When from his vest the young companion bore 
That cup the generous landlord own'd before, 
And paid profusely with the precious bowl 
The stinted kindness of this churlish soul! 

But now the clouds in airy tumult fly ; 
The sun emerging opes an azure sky ; 
A fresher green the smelling leaves display, 
And glittering as they tremble, cheer the day : 
The weather courts them ftonv the ijoor retreat, 
Aad the glad mastec boUs t\ve wblT} ^^x^» 
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While hence they walk, the Pilgrim^s bosom wrought 
With all the travail of uncertain thought ; 
His piurtner's acts without their cause appear : 
^Twas there a vice, and seemM a madness here : 
Detesdi^ that, and pitying this, he. goes, 
Lost and confounded with the various shows. 

Now night's dim shades again involve the sky, 
Again tiie wanderers want a place to lie ; 
Again they search, and And a lodging nigh* 
The soil improv'd around, the mansion neat, 
And neither poorly low, nor idly great. 
It teemVl to qpeak its master's turn of mind. 
Content, and not for praise, but virtue kind. 

Hither the walkers turn with weary feet, 
Then bless the mansion, and the master greet. 
Their greeting foir, bestow'd with modest guise, 
The courteous master hears, and thus replies : 

<< Without a vain, without a grudging heart. 
To hhn.who gives us all, I yield a part; 
From him jrou come, for him accept it here, 
A frank and sober, more than costly cheer." 
He spoke, and bid the welcome table spread, 
Then talk'd of virtue till the time of bed ; 
When the grave household round his hall repair, 
Wam'd by a bell, and close the hours with prayer. 
At length the world, renewM by calm repose. 
Was strong for toil ; the dappled morn arose ; 
Before the pilgrims part, the younger crept 
Near the clos'd cradle, where an ihfant slept. 
And writh'd his neck ; the landlord's little pride, 
O strange return! grew black, and gasp'd, and died. 
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Horroi of hoicora ! what 1 hia onl; iod ! 
How look'd oui Hermit when the fact wu dons '. 
Not hell, though hfll'a black jawe ui sundci put( 
And breathe hlue fiie, could moie Basault hi* btuV 

Confus'd and aliuck with Elleace at the deed, 
Ke ftlea ; bu(, t.embling, fuiU to fiy with epeed. 
Hiaateps the youth pu/Buea: the country lay 
Feiplei'd with roada; a sei vanl ahow'd the waj : 
A liver ciDBs'd the path ; the paaaage oV 
Was nice to find ; the Eiervunl trod before : 
Ijing arms of oak au open biidge supplied, 
And deep the wHvea.benealh the beading brandieathd 
The youth, who seema to watch a lime to um, 
Approach'd the eareleaa guide and Ihiugt him in: 
Plun^ng he (alls, and liaing liAa hia head : 
Then Raabing turpi, and aiuks among the dead. 

Wild sparkling rage inflames the father* eyee: 
He bursts the bamla of (bar, and madly criea, 
"Detested wretch!"— But scarce hia speech began, 
When the strange pa.tner seem'd do longer man'. 
His youthful face grew more eetenely awael ; 
His robe tuni'd nhile, and flow 'd upon his feet; 
Fair rounds of radiant points invest hia hair ; 
Celestial odours breathe throilfch purpled air: 
And winga, whose coloure glillet'd on the day. 
Wide at hie hack their gradual plumes display, 
The form ethereal bursts upon his aight. 
And moves in all the majesty of light. 

Though loud at first the Pilgrim's paaaioD grav, 
Suddeu he gaz'd, and wist not what to do ; 
Surprise in secret chains his words suspends, 
And in a calm hh seUViD^^em^Ai «»&&. 
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But silence here the beauteous angel broke 
(The voice of music ravish'd as he spoke :) 

" Thy prayer, thy praise, thy life to vice unknown, 
In sweet memorials rise before the throne : 
These charms success in our bright region find. 
And force an angel down to calm thy mind ; 
For this commissioned, I forsook the sky — 
Nay, cease to kneel ! thy fellow-servant I. 

<< Then know the truth of government Divine, 
And let these scruples be no longer thine. 

'< The Maker justly claims that world he made. 
In this the right of Providence is laid ; 
Its sacred majesty through all depends 
On using second means to work his ends ; 
'Tis thus, withdrawn his state from human eye, 
The Power exerts his attributes on high ; 
Tour actions uses, nor controls your will, 
And bids the doubting sons of men be still. 

'< What strange events can strike with more surprise. 
Than those which lately struck thy wondering eyes? 
Tet taught by these, confess the Almighty just ; 
And, where you can't unriddle, learn to trust. 

<< The great, vain man, who far'd on costly food, 
Whose life was too luxurious to be good ; 
Who made his ivory stands with goblets shine. 
And forcM his guests to morning draughts of wine; 
Has, with the cup, the graceless custom lost. 
And still he welcomes, but with less of cost. 

<' The mean suspicious wretch, whose bolted door 
Ne'er mov'd in pity to the wandering poor. 
With him I left the cup, to teach his Tcvvoii 
That Heaven can bless, if moila\% ^wVIW^Vvtw^- 
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Conscious of wanting worth, he views the bowl| 
And feels compassion touch his grateful souL 
Thus artists melt the sullen ore of lead. 
With heaping coals of fire upon its head ; 
In the kind warmth the metal learns to gloWj 
And, loose from dross, the silver runs below. 

« Long had our pious friend in virtue trody 
But now the child half-wean'd his heart from Got 
(Child of his age) for him be liv'd in pain. 
And measur'd back his steps to earth a^ain. 
To what excesses had his dotage run I 
But God, to save the father, took the soa. 
To all but thee in fits he seemM to go ; 
And 'twas my ministry to deal the blow* 
The poor fond parent, humbled in the dust, 
Now owns in tears the punishment was just. 

" But how had all his fortunes felt a wrecks 
Had that false servant sped in sa&ty back ! 
This night his treasurM heaps he meant to steal, 
And what a fund of charity would fail ! 
Thus Heaven instructs thy mind : this trial o'er, 
Depart in peace, resign, and sin no more." 

On sounding pinions here the youth withdrew ; 
The sage stood wondering as the seraph flew. 
Thus look'd Elisha, when to mount on high, 
His master took the chariot of the sky : 
The fiery pomp ascending left the view ; 
The prophet gaz'd, and wishM to follow too. 

The bending Hermit here a prayer begun : 
Lord ! as in htaoen^ on earth thy wiU he done. 
Then, gladly turmng, sougbx Vus ^wcient place, 
And pass'd a life of piety and^^ucr. 



THE 
TRAVELLER ; 

OR, A 

PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 

R£MOT£, unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wand'ring Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ; 
Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 
A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see, 
My heart, untravell'd fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend. 
And round his dwelling guardian saints attend ; 
Blest be that spot where cheerful guests retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire : 
Blest that abode, where want and pain repair, 
And every Stranger finds a ready chair ; 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd 
Where all the ruddy family around 
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Lsiifh m tha jesu or pranka ihal never bil, 
Oi ngb with pit; at wnne moumfiil talc ; 
Or preu the buhful slrBoger to hU food, 
AndleBrn the luxury or doing good! 

But nM, not deitiu'd ludi delighti to riian, 
Mj piime of life in wandering ipent, snd cue : 
Impell'd, with aleps unceaiing, to pucnie 
Some Bsedng good, that mocki me vitfa Ihe view i 
That like Ihe circle bounding earth and ikka, 
AUurei from far, ;e[ ai I follow, flies ) 
M; fortune leads to traverae realm* alone. 
And find no apot of all the world my own. 
Ev'a now, where Alfune aoliludet aacend, 
1 lit me down a penuTe hour to ipend ; 
And, plac'd an high abo*e Ihe atorm'a careei, 
Look downward where an hundred realnu a[^ar ; 
Lakei, (breati, citiea, plaint extending wide, 
The pomp of kinga, the ehepherd'a humUei pride. 

When thui Creation's chamia around combine, 
Amidst Ihe atore, ihould Ihankleaa pride repine f 
Say, ahould the philosophic mind disdain 
Thai good which makea each humbler bosom T*in * 
Let Bchool-tauglil pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things ate great to little man ; 
And wiser he, whose sympaibetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Yeglitlering towns, with wealth and sptandoi cromi 
Ye Geldi, where summer spreads profusion round ; 
Te lakes, whose vesseh catch llbe \iua^ i,t.lB ; 
ta bending BWMiiB,th»Ll4«>»»Ai« ft«™«n ■'lisv 
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For me your tributary stores combine ; 
Creation's heir| the world, the world is mine ! 

As some lone miser, visiting his store^ 
Bends at his treasure, counts, recounts it o'er : 
Hoards after hoards his rising raptures fill, 
Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still : 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 
PleasM with each good that heaven to man supplies : 
Yet oft a sigh prevails, and sorrows fall, 
To see the hoard of human bliss so small ; 
And oft I wish, amidst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiness consigned. 
Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest. 
May gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 

But where to find that happiest spot below, 
Who can dhrect, when all pretend to know ? 
The shudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own ; 
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas, 
And his long nights of revelry and ease ; 
The naked negro, panting at the line. 
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine, 
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave, 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
Such is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam, 
His first, best country, ever is at home. 
And yety. perhaps, if countries we compare. 
And estimate the blessings which they share. 
Though patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to dXH i[a.\itxsA\ 
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Nature, a Mother kijid alike to all, 
Still graniB her blias at labour's earnest cnll ; 
With food BE well Itie peasant is suppljr'd 

And Iliotigh the rocky crcsled siunmits frown, 

These rocks, by cuatom, turn to beds of down. 

From an more larious are the blessings seiit : 

Wealth, commerCB, honour, liberty, c anient. 

Yet Ihese eacb other's power so strong contest. 

That either seems deslruciive of the rest. 

Where vreallh and rreedom reipi, contentment falli ; 

And honour sinks where commerce long prevail*. 

Hence every slate to one lov'd blessing prone, 

CoufotmB and models life to that alone. 

Each to the fav'rite happiness attends, 

And spurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 

'Till carried to excess in each domain. 

This fav'rile good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try these truths with closer eyes, 
And trace them through the prospect as it lies ; 
Here for a while my proper caies tesign'd. 
Here let me sit in sorrow lor mankind ; 
Like yon neglecled shrub at random casi. 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast. 

Far to the right where Apenlne ascends, 
Blight aa the summec, Ilolil «Mei\A«'. 
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Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's side, 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 
While oft some temple's mould'ring Cops between 
With venerable grandeur mark the scene. 

Could Nature's bounty satisfy the breast, 
The sons of Italy were surely blest. 
Whatever fruits in different climes are found. 
That proudly rise, or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear. 
Whose bright succession decks the varied year : 
Whatever sweets salute the northen sky 
With verna> lives they blossom but to die ; 
These here disporting own the kindred soil. 
Nor ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While sea-born gales their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land. 

But small the bliss that sense alone bestows. 
And sensual bliss is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty groves and fields appear, 
Man seems the only growth that dwindles here. 
Contrasted faults through all his manners reign ; 
Though poor, luxurious ; though submissiye, vain ; 
Though grave, yet trifling ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And even in penance planning sins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind. 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was theirs, not far removM the date. 
When commerce proudly flourished through the state ; 
At her command the palace learnt to rise^ 
Again the ioog-fall'ii column so\3l^\.^<&^^%%\ 
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The canvaea glow'd befDiid e'en Nature wann ; 

The pregnant quariy teem'd with bum&n form. 
Till, mare unsteady than the souIhEm gale, 
Commerce on other shoiea display'd her sail i 
White nought remain'd of all that riches gave, 
But town's umnaan'd, and lords without a slave. 
And late the nation found nilh fiuitless skill 
Its formei alrei^lh was but plelbaric ill. 

Vet Blill the Ion or wealth is heie supplied 
' By Brl>, the splendid wrecks of fonner pride ; 
From these the feeble heart and long-fall'D Diind 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may be seen in bloodless pomp airay'd. 
The paste-board triumph and the cavalcade 
ProceSBiona form'd for piety and love, 

By sports like these are all their cares beguil'd. 

The sports of children SBtiify the child : 

Each nobler aim, lepiest by long coDtrot, 

14 on- sinks at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 

While low delights succeeding fast behind. 

In happier meanness occupy the mind ; 

As in those domes, where Cxsars once bare swsy, 

Defac'd by time and tott'ring in decay, 

There in ilie ruin, heedleaa of the dead, 

The shelter-seeking peasant builds his abed ; 

And wondering man coold want a larger pile, 

Exults and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn fiom xYwm, Mm-vevi «mvj 
Where rougher climtB a noWti ^«* ft>>i?\»-j. 
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Where the bleak Swiss their- stormy mansion tread, 

And force a churlish soil for scanty bread ; 

No product here the barren hills afford, 

But man and steel, the soldier and his sword. 

No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array, 

But winter lingering chills the lap of May ; 

No zephyr fondly sues the mountain's breast, 

But meteors glare, and stormy glooms invest. 

Yet still, even here, content can spread a charm. 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm. 
Though poor the peasant^s hut, his feast tho^ small, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the meanness of his humble shed ; 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meal ; 
But calm and bred in ignorance and toil, 
Each wish contracting, fits him to the soil. 
Cheerful at morn, he wakes from short repose, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he 'goes : 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep. 
Or drives the vent'rous plough-share to the steep ; 
Or seeks the den where snow tracks mark the way, 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 
At night returning, every labour sp^d. 
He sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round surveys 
His children's looks that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his lov'd partner, boastful of her hoard, 
Displays her cleanly platter on the board; 
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And hftplf loo ninu pUgrim thilhei Ind, 
With nmnj s tale repayi Ihe nightly b- 

Thai eTciy good hig nntirc wilda im; 
Imprinti the patriot poArion on htB bear 
And e'rn thaw iUa, that cound hia muw 
Enhance the bliu his lennty fund suppl 
DcBT is that ataed to wbkh bis loul conf 
And deal tliat bill vbicb- lifii blm to tb( 
And sa a child, when Kactiig lounda mi 
Clioga cloae and cloaer to the molber'a 1 
So the loud tonent, and the whiilwlud'i 
But bind him to bis native mountains e 
Such are the chaim* to banen atales at 
Their wanta but few, theii vriafaei all cc 
Yet let them only ahare the praiara due 
If few Iheii wanti, their pleasures are t 
For sTerf want that Blimulatei thebrea: 
BecDDHB a source of pleaiure wlien ni 
Whence from tuch lands each pleaaing 
The first excites desire, and then miffOi 
Unknown to ibem, when tenaual pleasu 
To fill the languid pause with finer joj 
Unknown those powers that taiaa the K 
Catcb every nerve, and ribrate through 
Tlieii level life is but a mouldering fire. 
Unquench'd by want, un&nn'd by itroi 
Unfit for raptures, oi, if rapturea cheer 
On some hi^ leatival of once a year, 
Jn wild oicess the vulgar breast takes £ 

7W, buried In dabatKhi flxWSis ct.-^ 
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t their joys alone thus coarsely flow : 

irals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 

?finement stops, from sire to son 

I, unimproved the manners run : 

's and friendship's finely pointed dart 

ited from each indurated heart. 

rncr virtues o'er the mountain's breast 

like falcons cowering on the nefet ; 

16 gentler morals, such as play 

's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way ; 

.r dispersed, on tira'rous pinions fly, 

and flutter in a kinder sky. 



^; 



:■• 



l . 



der skies, where gentler manners reign, 

nd France displays her bright domain. 

;htly land of mirth and social ease, 

ith' thyself, whom all the world can please^ 

n have I led thy sportive choir, 

eless pipe, beside the murmuring Loire ? -I . 

lading elms along the margin grew, 

len'd from the wave the zephyr flew ; 

y, though my h&rsh touch falt'ring still, 

J'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's skill ; \ 

d the village praise my wondrous power, i 

'.6 forgetful of the noon-tide hour. 

ages. Dames of ancient days 

their children through the mirthful maze, 

;ay grandsire, skill'd in gestic lore, 

'd beneath the burthen of threescore. 

;t a life these thoughtless realms display, - ' |. 

busy rolls theit woxVQi aw^^ N "^ 
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Theirs are those arts that mind to loind endear^ 
For honour forms the social temper here. 
Honour, that praise which real merit gaingy. 
Or even imaginary worth obtains^ 
Here passes current, paid from hand to hand^ 
It shifts its splendid traffic round the land : 
From courts to camps, to cottages it strays^ 
And all are taught an avarice of praise ; 
They please, are pleased, they give to get esteem^ 
Till seeming blest they grow to what they seem. 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies^ 
It gives their follies also room to rise ; 
For praise too dearly lovM, or warmly sought|. 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought ; 
And the weak soul within itself unblest. 
Leans for all pleasure on another^s breast. 
Hence, ostentation here, with tawdry art. 
Pants for the vulgar praise which fools impart ; 
Here vanity assumes her pert grimace, 
And trims her robes of frize with copper lace ;. 
Here beggar pride defrauds her daily cheer,. 
To boast one splendid banquet once a year ^ 
The mind still turns where shifting fashion draws. 
Nor weighs the solid worth of self applause. 

To men of other minds my fancy flies, 
EmbosomM in the deep where HoUand lies. 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand, 
Where the broad ocean leans against the land^ 
And, sedulous to stop the coming tide, 
Lift the tall rampire's an\&c\«A ^nAa^ 
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Onward methinks, and diligently slow, 
•The Ann connected bulwark seems to grow ; 
Spreads its long arms amidst the waterj roar, 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore. 
While the pent ocean rising o'er the pile, 
Sees an amphibious world beneath him smile ; 
The slow canal, the yellow blossomM vale, 
The willow tufted bank, the gliding sail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain, 
A new creation rescued from his reign. 

Thus while around the wave-subjected soil 
Impels the native to repeated toil. 
Industrious habits in each bosom teign. 
And industry begets a love of gain. 
Hence all the good from opul.nce that springs. 
With all those ills superfluous treasure brings. 
Are here displayed* Their much-lovM wealth imparts 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts ; 
But view them closer, craft and fraud appear, 
Even liberty itself is barter'd here. 
At gold's superior charms all freedom dies, 
The needy sell it, and the rich man buys ; 
A land of tyrants, and a den of slaves. 
Her wretches seek dishonorable graves, 
And calmy bent to servitude conform. 
Dull as their lakes that slumber in the storm. 

Heavens ! how unlike their Belgic sires of old ! 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold : 
War in each breast, and freedom ovi e«ic:\v\itw.' \ 
How much unlike the sons of Bnlaiiv ivonn \ 
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Kii'tl Bi the BDUDc), m; genius ipreada her ving, 
And OiPB where Brilairt cuutis (he WEStern ilinngi 
Where lawns extend that scoin Arcadian pride, 
And brighlci streaniE Ilinn fam'd Hjdaspui glide, 
Tliete all around the gentleat braeiea etray, 
There gentle music iiitlls on eveiy spfay ; 
Creation's mildest charms are there combin'd, 
Extremes are only on the master's mind ! 
Stern o'er each hosom rcatnii holds her atsle 
With daring aims irregularly great ; 
Piide Id Ibeii port, defiancB in their eye, 
I see the lords ufhuinan kind past by; 
Intent on high designs, a ihoughlful band, 
By brms uulaehion'd ficsh froni nature's taand. 



bardini 



aofse 



True \ 



And leaiUB to 



I'd tight, above control, 

i peasant boasts these lighti to 



Thine, Treedom, thine the blcs^ngs picEur'i) luiie, 
Tliioe are those charms that dexale and endear : 
Too blest indeed, wen surh wiiboul alloy. 
But foslfr'd e'en by freedom, ills annoy ; 
That independence Britons prize too high. 

The se I r-(le pendent lordlings stand ak)De, 
All claiioE that bind and sweelen life unkrulwn ; 
Hei-c by the bonds of nature feebly held, 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments arise, imprisonM faclions roar, 
Beprest ambition &Uu|g\e»tDuD4.\)£i«haie, 
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Till over-wrought) the general system feels 
Its motion stop) or frenzy fire the wheels. 

Nor this the worst. As nature's ties decays 
As duty) love, and honour fail to sway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and law, 
Still gather strength, and force unwilling awe. 
Hence all obedience bows to thee alone, 
And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown : 
Till time may come, when, stript of all her charms, 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms. 
Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame. 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fame, 
One sink of level avarice shall lie. 
And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonourM die. 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom^s ills I state, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great ; 
Ye po\^ers of truth, that bid my soul aspire, 
Far from my bosom drive the low desire ; 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry steel ; 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favour's fostering sun, 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure. 
I only would repress them to secure ; 
For just experience tells, in every soil. 
That those that think must govern those that toil ; 
And all that freedom^s highest aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportioned loads on each. 
Hence, should one order disproportion*d grow^ 
Its double weight must ruin a\\\ic\a\\ . 




ouFiiing danger wrid 
But when contending cbiefa blockade Ihe ih 
Coatiaciing icgal power to uielch iheii ow 
When 1 behsld & faclioui 
To call It fkeedoiQ when theniBelveB are free 
Each waolon judge new penal Matulei druii 
Lswa grind the poor, and licli loeii rule IheJ 
The wealth of climeti, where savage nations 
Pillng'd liom elavee to purchase kIbvcb at In 
Fear, pity, justice, indignatloo elacl, 
Tenr off reserve, am) bear my swelling bcai 
Till half B patriot, half a coward grown, 
1 fly from pelly iyiaiUa lo the throue. 

Yes, brother, curse with me that baleful 1 
When firEI smbilion struck at regal power ; 
And Ibua polluting honour in its source, 
Qave wealth lo away the mind with double 
Have we not seen, round Britain's peopled si 
Her useful sons eichang'd for useless ore ? 

Like flaring tapers biighl'ning as they waslB 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to Tnaintain, 
Lend stern depopulation in her train, 
Aud over fields where scatict'd hamleU rose, 
In baiten solilary pomp repose ? 
Have we not seen at plrasure^s lordly call, 
The srailuig long-frequented village fall ? 
Beheld the duteous son, rt\e mie AetsVAi 
Tie modest Dialron, and tho \)\oia;«i|, iMii 
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rcM from their homes, a melancholy train, 
) traverse climes beyond the western main ; 
here wild Oswego spreads her charms around, 
uid Niag&ra stuns the thund^ng sound ? 

Even now, perhaps, as there some pilgrim strays 
fhroogh tabgted fbtrests, and through dangerous ways ; 
Where beasts with man divided empire claim, 

And the brown Indian marks with raurd^roui aim ; 

fkem, while above the giddy tempest flies, 

And all around distressful yells arise, 

IW penriive etile, bending with his wo, 

To stop too fearful, and too faint to go. 

Casts a long look where England's glories shine, 

And bids his bosom sympathise with mine. 

Vain, very vaxi^ my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind : 
Why have I strayed from pleasure and repose, 
To seek a good each government bestows ? 
In every government, though terrors reign, 
Though tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain. 
How small of all that human hearts endure, 
That part which laws or kings can cause or cure. 
Still to ourselves in every place consign^, 
Our own felicity we make or find : 
With secret course, will no loud storms annoy, 
Glides the smooth current of domestic joy. 
The lifted ajc, the agonizing whee\) 
Luke*8 iron crownj and Damein^s bed ot «X«^> 
Toioea remote from power but tateVy Ytvoniw, 
4fv^ reason, faith, and consciewcc, a\\ owt c 
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At the cloM or the dny wb«it the bamlel ii itill, 

And mortals the sweete of rargetfolnen ptoTe ; 
When nought but the tottent ie heaid on tbe hilt. 

And nought but the nightuigale's aong in the gi 
'Twaa thus bf the cave of a mounlBin tfhi, 

While his harp rung STiaphonious, a heimit beg 
No more with hiraself or with nature at war, 

He thought u a, sage, tho' be felt a* a man. 

3. "Ah! why, all abandoa'dtodaiknesa and w( 
Why, lone Ptiilomela, that languithing hdl ? 

Foi spring shall return, and a lovei bettow, 
And sorrow no longer thy bosom inthiaL 

But if pity inspire thee, renew the sad lay, 

MouiD, sweetest complainer, man calls tbM 

O noth him whose pleasures like thioe pass awa 
Full quickly they pass — but they never ratura. 

3. " Now gliding remote, on the verge of the sk] 
The moon half exiinguish'd bar crescent displi 

But lately 1 mark'd, when majestic on high 
She shone, and the planets were lost in Hh Ml 
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RoUoiS tkoii fair orb^ and with gladneM purkite 
TUe |Hith that cbiidottft lhe« to ipliBtidoa^r ligi&lH : 

Bbt Mtt'b faded glory wbat change thall renew f 
Ah fool ! to exult in a glory so vain ! 

4. <' 'Tis night, and the landscape is lovely no more ; 
I mourn ; but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you ; 

For morn is approaching, your charms to restore^ 
PerfumM with fresh fragrance, and glittering with 
dew. 

Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 
Kind nature the embryo blossom will save : 

But when shall spring visit the mouldering urn ! 
O when shall day dawn on the night of the grave ! 

5. <' Twas thus by the glare of false science betray^, 
That leads to bewilder, and dazzles to blind ; 

My thoughts wont to roam, from shade onward .to " 
shade, 
Destruction before me, and sorrow behind. 
O pity, great Father of light, then I cry'd. 

Thy creature who fain would not wander from 
thee! 
Lo, humbled in dust, I relinquish my pride ; 
From doubt and from darkness thou only canst free. 

6. ^* And darkness and doubt are now flying away ; 
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn : 

So breaks on the traveller, faint and astray, 
The bright and the balmy effulgence Qli&Qiiw^ 

R 2 
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See truth, love, and mercy, in triumph descending, 
And nature all glowing ip Eden's first bloom ! 

On the cold cheek of death smiles and roses are Uend" 
ing. 
And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb." 



BOAT SONG. 

Hail to the chief who in triumph advances, 

Honoured and blessed by the ever-green pine ! 
Long may the tree in his banner that glances, 
Flourish, the shelter and grace of our line ! 
Heaven send it happy dew, 
Earth lend it sap anew, 
Gayly to bourgeon, and broadly to glow, 
While every highland glen 
Sends our shout back agen, 
*' Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe !" 

Ours is no sapling, chance-sown by the fountain. 

Blooming at Beltane, in winter to fade ; 
When the whirl-rwind has stripped every leaf on the 
mountain, 
The more shall Clan Alpine exult in her shade. 
Moored in the rifted rock. 
Proof to the tempest's shock, 
Fhnner he roots him the ruder it blow : " 
Menteith and Bredalbane, then, 
E^ho his praise agen, 
«< Roderigh Vich Alpine dhu, ho ! ieroe T 
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Proudly our pibroch has thrilled in Glen Fniin, 
And Banoch'ar's groans to our slogan replied} 
Glen Luss and Ross-dhu they are smoking in ruiOy 
And the best of Loch-Lomond lie dead on her side* 

Widow and Saxon maid 

Long shall lameht bu^ r4id, 
Think of Clan-Alpine with fear and with wo ; 

Leniiiox and Leven^^n 

Shake when they hear ageH^ 
« Roderi^ Vich Alj[»ine dhn, ho ! ierod V* 

Row, vassals, row, for the pride of tlie HigblaiiiJs 1 

Stretch to your oars, for the ever-^een {nne ! 
O ! that the tose-bbd tbat graeea yon iri^'ds^ 
Were wreathed in a garlaiid Ardund hi^ to twine ! 
O that some sealing gem, 
Worthy such noble ktm'f 
Honoured, and blessed in their shadow might grow ! 
Loud shoiild (Dlan-Alpine thett 
Ring frOm her deepen gten, 
<<R6d»tigh Vich A^nedhu, ho ! iet<ie\* 
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The castle hight of indolence 
And its false luxuiy ; 

Where for a little time, alas 1 
We Uv'd risht joUUy. 



I. 
O MORTAL MAir, who livctst here by toil! 
Do not complain of this thy hard estate ; 
That like an emmet thou must ever moil, 
Is a sad sentence of an ancient date ; 
And, certes, there is for it reason great ; 
For, tho^ sometimes it makes thee weep and wail, 
And curse thy star, and early drudge and late, 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale, 
Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale. 

II. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river's side, 

With woody hill o'er hill encompass'd round,, 

A most enchanting wizard did abi4e, 

Tliaj] whom a fiend moi« feW \%i\o -^«\^V.^>\wV 
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It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground ; 
And there a season atween June and Jiay^ 
Half prankt with spring, with summer half imbrowDa> 
A listless climate made, where sooth to say, 
No Uving^ wight ceuid werk| ne cajred even for play* 



m. 

Was naught around but images of rest : 
Sleep soothing groves, and quiet lawns between; 
And flowery beds that slumbrous influence kest, 
From poppies breathM ; and beds of pleasant greeny 
Where never yet was creeping creature seen. 
Meantime unhumberM glittering streanMets play'd, 
And hurled every whiere their waters slieen ; 
That, as they bicker^ through the sunny glade, 
Though restless still themselves, a lulling murmur made. 

iv. 

JoinM to tbe [Prattle of the purling ritis, 
• Were he&rd the losing herds along ihe vale, 
And flocks Ibud brekting from the distant hills, 
And vacfilht shepherds piping in the dtile : 
Aiid how and theii sweet Philomiel would wail, 
Or stock-doves plain amid the forest deep, 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ; 
And still a coil the grasshopper did keep ; 
Yet all these sounds yblent inclmed all to sleep. 






FuH in the passage of t^ve va\e 
A sable, sileiit, solemn terest 



V. 

oft\veva\e afcoVjc, 
s.Vood\ 
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Where nought but shadowy forms were seen to move. 
As IdUess fancied in her dreaming mood ; 
And up the hills, on either side, a wood 
Of blackening pines, aye waving .to and iro, 
Sent forth a sleepy horror through the blood; 
And where this valley winded out below, 
The murmuring main vja heard^ and scarcely heard to 
^ow. 

VI. ' 
A pleasing land of drowsy-head it was, 
Of dreams that wave before the half-shut eye ; 
And of gay castles in thp clouds that pass, 
For ever floshing round a summer sky : 
There eke the soft delights, that witchingly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the hreast, 
And the calm pleasures always hovered nigh; 
But whate'^er smacked of noyance, or unrest, 
Was far, far off ezpcllM from this delicious nest. 

VH. 
The landskip such, inspiring pecftct ease. 
Where Indolence, (for so the wizard hight) 
Close hid his castle mid embowering trees. 
That half shut out the beams of Phoebus bright, 
And made a kind of checkered day and ni^ ; 
Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate, 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was placM ; and to his lute, of cruel £aite. 
And labour harsh, complainM, lamenting man's estate. 



Thilher cnntinun 
From all Ihc roa 
For OB they chaL 
The freshness af 



Ymallen wilh his syren melrK 
While o'er th' enTecbling luu 
id 1(1 the trembling cboidalhei 

IX. 

"See all bui iiittfi with unea 

" Broke from her winlry ton 
"What youthful bride cam 
" Who can with her for oasj 
" Fium niead to mead with g 
" From flower lo flower on b 



" Hyinn their good God, : 
" Such graUfu! kindly ra| 
" The J neiihut plough, it 
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XI. 

<< Outcast of nature, man ! the wretched thrall 
" Of bitter-drooping sweat, of sweltry pain, 
" Of caries that eat away the heart with gall, 
<< And of the vices, an inhuman train, 
**That all proceed from savage thirst of gain: 
*' For when hard-hearted Interest first began 
<< To poison earth, AsiroM left the plain \ 
^' Guile, violence, and murder seiz'd on man, 
^' And, for soft milky streams, with blood the river» 
[ran. 

XII. 

*< Come, ye, who still the cumb'rous load of life 
<^ Push bard up bill ; but as the farthest steep - 
<< You trust to gain, and put an end to strife, 
<< Down thunders back the stone with mighty sweep, 
<< And hurls your labours to the vaUey deep, 
^< For ever vain : come, and, withouten fee, 
^< I in oblivion will your sorrows steep, 
*' Yqut cares, your toils, will steep you m a sea 
^' Of full delight : O come ye weary wights, to me ! 

Xtll. 

** With me, you need not rise at early dawn, 
'< To pass the joyless day in various stounds ; 
'' Or, louting low, on upstart fortune fawn, 
<< And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds ; 
'* Or through the city take your dirty rounds, 
<* To cheat, and dun, and lie, awd's\%\l^'V5^ 
"Now /7attering base, now ^Vv\tv« ^^t\^\. ^wi^^^'*'''" 

s 




<* Oi prowl in courts or law for hi 

te thieTe, or rob od broad hlghw*]'- 



XIV. 
" No cooki, with pe, lo riuiiG laboui call, 
" Prom village on to TillB^e souiutiiig c]«u : 
" To tardy •vMn "O ahrill-j^ic'd matroiv JVf} 
" No do^ np babes, no wlvea, lo Btun ^ui <■) 
" No l^apiniers thump ; no horrid blackimith Sef 
" No nolBjp tiadesmen youi sweet dumbea it^ 
" With uuiijK that are a misery to hear : 
"^Bul all i» calm, as would delight the heart 
"OtSi/baHte of old, all nature, and all art. 

XV. 
" Here nought but candour leigrw, imhilgeirt ea 
" Cooil-iiaturU lounging, sauntaring up and doi 
«ThBy who are pleas'd themselTM imul abn 

*'0a olben' wayi tbcy Dsrer squint a &own, 
<■ Nor heed what hap* in hamlet or in town : 
" Thus, from the Kiurce of Wndei bid<deDce, 
" HVilh milky bkiod the heart is oveiflown, 
" Is soolh'd and sweeleu'd by the social seme : 
'* For interest, envy, pride, and ilciib are baiui 



XVI. 
*> What, what is rirlue, but repon of miad, 
*' A pure ethereal calm, that kuow* no storm | 
" Above the reach o{ wild uabitian'B wind, 
" Above Ihose (uuoub ib%^ 'i^u nth^ Aa'snv 
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< And torture man a proud malignant worm f 

< But here, instead, soft gaiesf of p'atsions play, 

< And gently stir the heart, thereby to for Ai 

< A quicker sense of joy ; fts bieestis stray 

Across th' enUven^d skiesy and makfe them sliU/more 

gay* 

xvii. 

' The best o( i»eh htfvti fever lov'd iMp^: 
» Ttte> haM to ibiiigiie iif ittt fHibf fray ; 
( Where the soul sours, and gradual rancour grows, 
'Imbitter'd more fronl pfeevish day to day. 
^fiv^n thb^e whom tattik hasl^fif her i^airest ray, 
' The toost rcnowttM of Worthy wights of yore, 
( From a ba^ world at last Have dCorii awdy : 
( So SM^io, te the soft (iiMban 6hbre 

xvnt. 

' But if a iittie exercise you choose, 

^ Some zest for ease, 'tis not forbidden here. 

'Amid the groves you way indulge the muse, 

' Or tend the bloolns) and deck the vernal ytar ; 

^Oir softly stealing, with youf watery gearj 

I Along th<B brooks^ the crimso»-6po(ted fry 

( You may delude : the whilst, ambs'd you heaf 

» Now the hoarse ^tteam, and now the lepfayi't 

sigh 
' Attuned to tfav Mr Ae^ and woodhmd melody. 
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XIX. 

<< O grievous folly ! to heap up estate, 

<< Lonng the days you see beneath the sun; 
<< When, sudden, comes blind unrelenting fate, 
^' And gives th' untasted portion you have won, 
<< With ruthless toil, and many a wretch undone, 
^' To those who mock you gone to Pluto's reign) 
<< There with sad ghosts to pine, and shadows don: 
<< But sure it is of vanities most vain, 
^< To toil for what you here untoiling may obtain." 

XX. 

He ceasM. But still their trembling ears retained 
The deep vibrations of his witching song : 
That by a kind of magic power, constraint 
To enter in, pell-mell, the listening throng. 
Heaps pour'd on heaps, and yet they slipt along) 
In silent ease : as when beneath the beam 
Of summer-moons, the distant woods among, 
Or by some flood all silver'd with the gleam, 
The soft-embodied Fays through airy portal stream. 

XXI. 

By the smooth demon so it order'd was. 
And here his banefiil bounty first began : [pas 
Though some there were who would not furthc 
And his alluring baits suspected han, 
■ The wise distrust the too fair-spoken man, 

Yet through the gate they coi^x ^ v<\^l\)\.«^«*. 
Not to move on, perd\e,Ua\\xV«;y t^si\ 
For do their very best tYiey caiiYvox ^y, 
9ut often each way loolt, *tvd oii^x^ *oxeVj ^a^ 
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the watchful wicked wizzar^ ftaw,' 
n spring he leaped upon thedi ifrkight ; 
} touchM by ^18 uviiatiovtr'd paW, 
themselves within fhe du^d ^ki6 i 
I be repassM, like that of fate, 
r were of bid die giant-crewy 
I to pun hj^ Jotfe from regal fttittf i 
)le Wretch he Mim'd^ of sallow hu(^ 
id«6 hid grasp) will ^at eiiCoaiBt0r tde. 

%XTth 

6ti*et the villain tak^s thb^iid, 
) Uiiktiit, ilieir fiinews melt tii^tt i 
y grbw lis ^hf willow-WSlild, 
r v&ni^h'd force r^maliis do tlface ; 
naiden fair of modest grace, 
uxom blob'nAin^ May of charms^ 
tofiid losers hot embrace, 
Very weakly as she warms, 
yields her up to love's delicious httflbs. 

XXIV. 

ie crowd, slow from his betitih Arose, 
ll-spread porter, swoln wiih deep : 
»iro'ad, thoaghtlete aspect KieafhM re- 

$t torpor he was plunged dee^ 
82 



210 THE CASTLE I 

He could himself from ceaseless yawning keep : I 
While o'er his eyes the drowsy liquor ran, 1 

Through which his half-wak'd soul would fointljr I 
peep, I 

Then, taking his black staf^ he callM his man, 1 
And rotisM himself as much as rouse himself he can. I 

XXV. I 

The lad leap'd lightly at his master's call : ] 

He was, to weet, a little roguish page, I 

Save sleep and play who minded nought at all, | 
Like most the untaught striplings of his agfit 
This boy he kept each band to disengage. 
Garters and buckles, task for him unfit, 
But ill-becoming his grave personage. 
And which his portly paunch would not penmt, 
So this same limber page to all performed it. 

XXVI. 

Mean time the master-porter wide display'd 
Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns ; 
Wherewith he those who enter'd in, arrayed 
•Loose, as the breeze that plays along the downs, 
And waves the summer-woods when evening 

frowns. 
O fJEiir undress, best dress ! it checks no vein. 
But ev6ry flowing limb in pleasure drowns. 
And heightens ease with grace. This done, right 
fain, 
Sir porter set him down, and turned to sleep again. 
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xxvn. 

Thus easy rob'd, they to the fountain sped, 

That in the middle of the court upthrew 

A stream, high-spouting from its liquid bed. 

And falling back again in drizzly dew : 

There each deep draughts, as deep he thirsted, 

drew, 
It was a foimtain of Nepenthe rare : 
Whence, as Dan Homer sings, huge pleasaunce 
And sweet oblivion of vile earthly care ; [grew, 
air gladsome waking thoughts, and joyous dreams 

more fair. 

xxvin. 

This rite perform^, all inly pleas'd and still, 

Withouten trump was proclamation made : 

<< Te sons of Indolence^ do what you will : 

<< And wander where you list, thro' hall or glade \ 

<< Be no man's pleasure for another staid y 

<< Let each as likes him best his hours employ, 

<< And cursM be he who minds his neighbour's 

trade! 
<< Here dwells kind ease and unreproving joy : 
He little merits bliss who others can annoy .'' 

XXIX. 

Straight of these endless numbers, swarming 
As thick as idle motes in sunny ray, [round, 
Not one eftsoons in view was to be found. 
But every man stroU'd off his own^ad waY> 



2fl? TtfE CXSTtEl 

Wide o'er this ample court's blank area, 
With all the lodges that thereto pertain'd, 
No llHiig cr^alf are coald be ^^n to" stray : 
While solitudg; khd ^ttktt sil6nee rei^M : 
So that fo thiift 5rdtr Aikimtyoii ahtibst was con- 
strau^'df. 

XXX. 

As wheA a shepherd of the Hehrid titiisJ^ 
Plac'd far amid the melancholy main, 
^Whether it be lone fancy him beguiles ; 
Or that aerial beinjgs sbmetiifies cleign 
To stand, embodied, to our senses plain,] 
Sees on the naked hiU. or valley low, 
The whilst in ocean Phahw dips his wain^ 
A vast assembly mcrvkig tb ktkO. tra : 
Then all at ohce m Ali di^Sblv^s the wbMdtttiii fif6w. 

XiXl. 

Ye gods of quiet and off sleep profoiih^l ! 
Whose soft dominion o*er this castle sways, 
And all the widely-silent places round, 
Forgive me, if my trembling pen displays' 
What never yet was sung in mortal lays. 
But how shall I attempt such arduous striiig, 
I who have spent my nights and nightly days, 
In this soul-deadening place, loose-loiteiing ? 
Ah I how shall I for this uprear my moulted Wiii|;.* 

* Those ial^ dii ihh Weton coasi of BM^^IiMr, tiO^ the 



i 
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XXXII. 

Come on, my Muse, nor stoop to low despaii^ 
Thou imp of Jofce ; touchM by celestial fire ! 
Which yet shall sing of war, and actions fair. 
Which the bold sons of Britain will inspire ; 
Of ancient bards thou yet shalt sweep the lyre ; 
Thou yet shall tread in tragic pall the stage, 
Paint lovers enchanting woes, the hero's ire, 
The sage^s calm, the patriot^s noble rage. 
Dashing corruption down through every worthies 
age. 

XXXIII. 

The doors, that knev/ no shrill alarming bell, 
No cursed knocker plyM by villain's hand, 
Self>openM into halls, where, who can tell 
What elegance and grandeur wide expand 
The pride of Turkey and of Persia land? 
Soft quilts on quilts, on carpets carpets spread, 
And couches stretchM around in seemly band ; 
And endless pillows rise to prop the head ; 
So that each spacious room was one full swellinj 
bed. 

XXXIV. 

And every where hugh coverM tables stood. 
With wines high-flavour'd and rich viands crown' 
Whatever sprightly juice or tasteful food 
On the green bosom of this earth are found. 
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And all old ocean genders in his round : 
Some hand unseen these silently display'd, 
Even uiidemanded by a si^ or souAid; 
You oeed but wilBh, and,- instantly obey'd^ 
Fair-ranlgM the' didhe^ rose, and tfkicM the 'glaiise' 
pUy'd. 

XXXV. 

Here freedom reign'd, without fbe feast tSUdy : 
Nor goddp's tale, nor ahcieilt maideti's ga11| 
Nor saindy spleen dutst murmUr at our joy, 
And with envenom 'd tongue our pleasures jj^all. 
For why f there was but one great rule for all ; 
To wit, that each should work his own desire. 
And! eait, drink,- study, sleep, as if may iial^ 
Or melt the time in love, or wake thei lyre^ 
And carol wh«t,< dnbid, the Muses ittSght katpire. 

XXXVI. 

The rooms with co»ly tapestry werer hung 
Where was Inwoven many a gentle tale : 
Such a's of old ihe rural poets sung, 
Or of Afcddian or Sicilian vale : 
Reclining lovers, in the lonely dale, 
PqurM forth at large the sweetly-torturM heart ; 
Or, sighing tender passions, swellM the gale, 
And taught cbarm'd echo to resound theit gmarf'; 
While flocks, woods, streams, aroutid, f^pbse' tfnd 
peace impart. 
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xxxyii. 

Those pleas'd ihe most, where, by a cunmDjg hapd, 
Depainted was th,e patriarchal a^e, 
What time Dan Abrahftm left the CliaUfee lan^f 
And pasturM on from verdant stage to stage, 
Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage, 
Toil was not then. Qf nothing tpok they heed, 
But with wild beasts the sylvan war to wage, 
And o^er vast plains their herdd ^d AocMs to fp^d : 
Blest spQS of nature they ! true golden age indeed *• 

XXXVIII. 

Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy halls, 
Bade the gay bloom of vernal landskips rise, 
Qt ^ii^ump' 9 varied shades limbrowp t^e w«ll(i< 
Now the black tempest 9tsUKf tb* astopi^'d lejces ; 
Npw dpwn the steep the fl^ishiiig torrent ^e^; 
The trembliiag aun now plays o-er ocean blue, 
And now rude mount^sjfrpwn amid the skies : 
Y^hstt»f^i J^orr(tin, Ugh^-tpuah'id with softening hue, 
Or savage Rosa dash'd, or learned Poi^9i» drew. 

XX2WX. 

£ach sound too here to languishment inclined, 
Lull'd the weak bosom, and induced ease. 
Aerial music in the warbling wind. 
At distance rising oft, by small degrees, 
Nearer and nearer came, till o'er the tre^s 
It hung, and breathM such soul-dissolving airs, 
As did, alas ! with soft perdition please : 
Entangled deep in its encha.tklm%«iv«Ltc^%^ 
71ie listening heart forgot aW ^\i\.\ft% ^w^"!kJ\<:.'5c«ft. 
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XL. 

A certain music, never known before, 
Here luU'd the pensive melancholy mind ; 
Full easily obtainM. Behooves no more, 
But sidelong, to the gently-waving wind. 
To lay the well-tun'd instrument reclin'd : 
From which, with airy flying fingers light, 
Beyond each mortal touch the most refinM, 
The god of winds drew sounds of deep delight ; 
Whence, with just cause, The Harp of JSEoluu^ »i 
bight. 

XLL 

Ah me ! what hand can touch the string so fine? 
Who up the lofty Diapasan roll 
Such sweet, such sad, such solemn liirs divine, 
Then let them down again into the soul ? 
Now rising love they fann'd ; now pleasing dole 
They breathM in tender musings, through the 

heart ; 
And now a graver sacred strain they stole. 
As when seraphic hands an hymn impart : 
Wild-warbling nature all, above the reach of art! 

• This is not an imagination of the author; there beiflg, ia 
fact, such an inatrument, called JSolvs^t harp^ which, when 
placed against a little rushing or current of air, produces tbe 
effect here described. 
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XLII. 



Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state, 
Of Caliphs old, who on the Tigris* shore, 
In mighty Bagdaty popolous and great. 
Held their bright court, where was of ladies store ; 
And verse, love, music still the garland wore : 
When sleep was coy, the bard*, in waiting there, 
Cheer'd the lone midnight with the Muse's lore ; 
Composing music bade his dreams be fair, 
And music lent new gladness to the morning air. 

XLIII. 

Near the pavilions where we slept, still ran 
Soft tinkling streams, and dashing waters fell, 
And sobbing breezes sigh'd, and oft began 
(So work'd the wizard) wintry storms to swell, 
As heaven and earth they would together mell ; 
At doors and windows, threatening, seem'd to call 
The demons of the tempest, growing fell, 
Yet the least entrance found they none at all ; 
Whence sweeter grew our sleep, secure in massy hall. 

XLIV. 

And hither Morpheus sent his kindest dreams, 
Raising a world of gayer tinct and grace ; 
O'er which were shadowy cast elysian gleams, 
That play'd, in waving lights, from place to place, 

* The Arabian Calipkt had poeta «bvovv%\.V\<& ^*S)KAic^ ^Hi!).<->5«. 
court, whoae office it was lo do nYi%\. \%\«,t^ \6fc\iCh5swA. 
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And shed a roseate smile on nature's face< 
Not TUiarCs pencil e'ei co»ld so array, 
So fleece with clouds the pure ethereal space ; 
Ne could it e'er such melting forms display, 
As loose on flowery beds all lan^ishing^y lay. 

XLV. 

N0| fair allusions ! artful phantoms, no ! 
My Muse will not attempt your fairy-land : 
She has no colours that like you can glow : 
To catch your vivid scenes too gross her hand* 
But sure it is, was ne'er a subtler band 
Than these same guileful angel-seeming sprights, 
"Who thus in dreams, voluptuous, soft, and bland) 
Pour'd all th' Arabian Heaven upon our nights, 
And bless'd them oft besides with more refinM de« 
lights. 

XLVI. 

They were in sooth a most enchanting train, 
Even feigning virtue ; skilful to unite 
With evil good, and strew with pleasure pain. 
But for those fiends, whom blood and broils 

delight ; 
Who hurl the wretch, as if to hell outright, 
Down, down blade gulfs where sullen waters 

sleep. 
Or hold him clambering all the fearful night 
On beetling cliffs, or pent in ruuis deep : 
They, till due time should serve, we bid far hence 

to keep. 
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XLVIl. 

Ye guardian spirits, to whom man is dear^ 
From these foul demons shield the midnight gloom : 
Angels of fancy and of love, be near, 
And o'er the blank of sleep diffuse a bloom : 
Evoke the sacred shades of Greece and RomCf 
And let them virtue with a look impart : 
Bat chief, a while, O ! lend us from the tomb 
Those long-lost friends for whom in love we smart, 
And fill with pious awe and joy-mixt wo the heart 

XLvin. 

Or are you sportive — Bid the mom of youth 
Rise to new light, and besun afre^ the d&ys 
Of innocence, simplicity, and truth ; 
To cares estrangM, and manhood's thorny ways. 
What transport, to retrace our boyish plays, 
Our easy bliss, when each tfafng jc^ supplied ; 
The woods, the mountains, and the warbling maze 
Of the wild brooks ! — Bat fondly wandering wide. 
My Muse, resume the task that yet doth thee abide. 

XLIX. 

One great amusement of our household was, 
In a huge crjrstal magic globe to spy, 
Stin as you turn'd it, all things that do pass 
l7pon this ant-hill earth ; where constantly 
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Of tdly-bus; men the lutless fiy 
Run bunting to and fto with rooliih haste, 
In aearch of pleaaurM vain that froin dwm 
Or vhich obtain'd Ibe cailiOi dare not taMi 
When nothing ii enjoy'd, cbh there- be great* 

L. 
Ofwatiiy tht mirror this was cnll'd. 
Here you a muckworm of the town might i 
At his dull desk, amid his legeia atall'd. 
Eat up with carking caie and penury; 
MoBt like to careasa parch'd on gallow>-tr 
A pmny Mined u a penny got : 
Firm to this scoundrel maiim keepetb he. 
He of its rigour will he bate a jot, 
Till it has queneh'd his fire and banished hii 

LI. 
Stndt from the filth of this low giub, behol 
Comes fluttering forth a gaudy spendttarifl 
All glossy gay, eoamell'd all with gold. 
The silly tenant of the summer-air, 
In lolly lost, of nothing takes he care ; 
Pimps, lawyers, alewardt, harlots, flatleri 
And thieving ttedeemeii him among them 
His Father's ghott from limbo-lake, the w 
Sees this, which more damnation doth upon 

LIl. 

m§globe portray'd the race of learned n 
Still u their books, and Wining o'w *«"jr 
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Backwards and forwards : •ft they snfttch the pen 
As if inspif M, and in a Tfieapian ra^ : 
Then write, and blot, as would your ruth engage : 
Why, Authors, all thfsserawl and scribblittjg sore? 
To lose the present, gain the future age, 
Prais'd to be when you- ean hear no more, 
And much eneriebU with fkvbe when- uselesfl worMIy 
store. 

LUL 

Then would a sptendid city rise'tdf view^ 
Wi^ eapts, and ear, a«id eoaches roaring a^ : 
Wide-pour'c^ abroad behold the giddy crew ; 
See how ^ey dbsh- alt)Ag from wall to wall? I 
At every dtfobi, hark? how> they tSlundferitt^ oall ! 
Good Lord ! what can this giddy route excite ? 
Why on each other with fell tooth to fall ; 
A neighbour's fortune, fame, or peace to blight, 
And make new tiresome pasties fot> the coming night. 

LIV. 

The puzzling sons of party ne«t a^jpear'd 

In dark oabals and' nightly jpntos met;: 

And. now they whisper'd closej- now shru^jihg 

Th' impeitaAt shoulder; then^^as'ifto get 
New Hgbtj their twinkling eye* ww» inward set. 
No sooner Lucifer^ recalls affairs, 

* ThemoroiDgMtr. 

t2 
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Than forth they yarious rush in mi^ty fret ; 
When lo ! push'd up to pow'r, and crownM then 
cares, 
In comes another set and kicketh them down stairs. 

LV. 

But what most show'd the vanity of life. 
Was to behold the nations all on fire, 
In cruel broils engagM, and deadly strife ; 
Most christian kings, inflamM by black desire^ 
With honourable ruffians in their hire. 
Cause war to rage, and blood around to pour : 
Of this sad work when each begins to tire. 
Then set them down just where they were before, 
Till for new scenes of wo peace shall their force re 
store. 

LVI. 

To number up the thousands dwelling here, 
And useless were, and eke an endless task ; 
From kings, and those who at the helm appea? 
To gipsies brown, in summer-glades who bask 
YesL, many a man perdie I could unmask, 
Whose desk and table make a solemn show. 
With tape-tied trash, and suits of fools that 8 
For place or pension laid in decent row ; 
But these I passen by, with ni^meless numbers 

Lvn. 

Of all the gentle tenanla ol xSti^ ^\wl^. 
There was a man of spewX ^tvje \«xq» 
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A certain tender gloom overspread his face, 
Pensive, not sad ; in thought involvM, not dark ; 
As soot this man could sing as morning lark, 
And teach the noblest morals of the heart : 
But these his talents were yburied stark ; 
Of the fine stores he nothing would impart. 
Which boon or nature gave, or nature-painting art. 

LVIIL 

To noontide shades incontinent he ran. 
Where purls the brook with sleep inviting sound ; 
Or when Dan Sol to slope his wheels began. 
Amid the broom he bask'd him on the ground. 
Where the wild thyme and chamomile arc found ; 
There would he linger, till the latest ray 
Of light sat trembling on tl\e welkin^s bound ; 
Then homeward through the twilight shadows 
stray 
Sauntering and slow. So had he passed many a day. 

Li;x. 

Yet not in thoughtless slumber were they past ; 
For oft the heavenly fire that lay concealM 
Beneath the sleeping embers, mounted fast, 
And all its native light anew reveal'd : 
Oft as he traversM the cerulean field, 
And markt the clouds that drove before the wind, 
Ten thousand glorious systems would' he build, 
Ten thousand great ideas fiU'd his mind ; 
Bu^t with the clouds they fled^ and feft no trace 
behind. 




THE CiSTLt 



d, indleiitwalt, 

undlj rilcnt, Tor Ihej aevei apoke) 
jei EllU, vho quite delested (slk : 
□g by spleen, at once away he broke, 
>ves of pine, and broad o'ershndiDg oak ; 
inlj thrill'd, he wandei'd all alone, 
i himself his peneive fury wroke, 

Cling iiai of ETC — " Thank heanD I the dg.] 

LXT. 
uik'd ■ wielcb who had not ciept abroad 
n; fears, ne face of mortal seen; 
mber brooding like a loathly toad : 
jre his linen was not raiy clean. 
1^ aecret loop-holea that had praclis'd be«i 
lo his bed, hia dinner vile he took; 
npt and rough, ofaqualid face and mein, 
latle's ihaiae ! whence, from hia filthy nook 
-e the villajn out for fitter lajr to look. 

Lxn. 

ay there chanc'd into these halls to rora. 
)us youth, who took you at first sight ; 
be wild wave of pleasure hither drove, 
! tfae sprightly tsm^R tassiii( light i 
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Certes he was a most engaging wight, 
Of social glee, and wit humane though keen, 
Turning night to day, and day to night : 
For him the merry bells had rung, I ween, 
If in this nook of quiet bells had ever been. 

LXIII. 

But not even pleasure to excess is good : 
' What most elates then sinks the soul as low ; 
When springtide joy pours in with copious flood, 
The higher still the exulting billows flow. 
The farther back again they flagging go, ■ 
And leave us grovelling on the dreary shore : 
Taught by this son of joy, we found it so ; 
Who, whilst he staid, he kept in gay uproar 
Our madden'd castle aU, the abode of sleep no more. 

LXIV. 

As when in prime of June a burnishM fly, 
Sprung from the meads, o'er which he sweeps along. 
Cheer d by the breathing bloom and vital sky, 
Tunes up amid these airy halls his song. 
Soothing at first the gay reposing throng : 
And oft he sips their bowl ; or nearly drown'd 
He thence recovering, drives their beds among, 
And scares their tender sleep, with trump profound : 
Then out again he flies, to wing his mazy round. 

LXV. 

Another guest there was, of sense refinMj 
Who felt each woitVi, lot e^^t^ 'w os.^\v5k\!i».^.\ 
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Serene, yet warm ; humane, yet firm his mind, 
As little touch'd as any man's with bad ; 
Him through their inmost walks the Muses led. 
To him the sacred love of nature lent, 
And sometimes would he make our valley glad ; 
When as we found he would not here be pent, 
To him the better sort this friendly message sent 

LXVI. 

<< Come, dwell with us ! true son of virtue, come \ 
^^ But if, alas ! we cannot thee persuade, 
" To lie content beneath our peaceful dome, 
" Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade ; 
*< Yet when at last thy toils but ill apaid 
<< Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly spark, 
** Thou wilt be glad to seek the rural shade, 
" There to indulge the Muse, and Nature mark ; 
" We then a lodge for thee will rear in HagleyParkJ* 

Lxvn. 

Here whilom liggM the Esepw^ of the age : 
But call'd by fame, in soul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride restored him to the stage. 
And rous'd him like a giant from his sleep. 
Even from his slumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force th* enliven'd scene he wakes, 
Yet quits not nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
Each due decorum : Now the heart he shakes. 
And now with well-urg'd sense the enlighten'd judg-^ 
ment takes. 
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Lxyin. 

. A bard here dwelt, more fat than bard beseems ; 
*W^ho void of envy, guile, and lust of gaia 
On virtue iitiU, and nature's pleasing themes, 
PourM forth his unpremeditated strain : 
The world forsaking with a calm disdain, 
Here langh^d be careless in his easy seat ; 
Here quaff'd, encircled with the joyous train, 
Oft moralizing sage : his ditty sweet 

He loathed much to write, ne cared to repeat. 

LXIX. 

Full oft by holy feet our ground was trod. 
Of clerks good plenty here you mote espy. 
A little, round, fat, oily man of God, 
Was one I chiefly markM among the fry : 
He had a roguish twinkle in his eye. 
And shone all glittering with ungodly dew, 
If a tight damsel chauncM to trippen by ; 
Which when observM, he shrunk into his mew. 
And straight would recollect his piety anew. 

LXX. 

Nor be forgot a tribe who minded naught 
(Old inmates of the (dace) but state-affairs : 
They look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought ; 
And on their brow sat every nation's cares. 



• The foUoiriog liaes of this itaau were written by a friend 
of the author. 
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The world by them is parceird out in shares, 
When in the HaU of Smoke they congress hold, 
And the sage berry, sun-burnt Moeha bears, ^ 
Has clear'd their inward eye ; then, smoke enrolled, 
Their oracles break forth mysterious as of old. 

LXXI. 

Here languid beauty kept her pale-facM court ; 
Bevies of dainty dames, of high degree, 
From every quarter hither may resort ; 
Where from gross mortal care and business free. 
They lay pour'd out in ease and luxury. 
Or should they a vain show of work assume, 
Alas ! and well-a-day ! what can it be ? 
To knot, to twist, to range the vernal bloom } 
But far is cast the distaff, spinning wheel, and 1ooid« 

LXXII. 

Their only labour was to kill the time ; 
And labour dire it is, and weary wo, 
They sit, they loll, turn o'er some idle rhyme J 
Then, rising sudden, to the glass they go. 
Or saunter forth, with tottering step and slow : 
This soon too rude an exercise they find ; 
Straight on their couch their limbs again they throw. 
Where hours on hours they sighing lie reclined, 
And court the vapoury god soft breathing in the win^* 

Lxxni. 

Now must I mark the villany we found, 
But ah ! too late, as shall eftsoons be shown : 
A place here was, deep, dte^trj, \Mv^^\^watfl% 
Where still our inmates, wYie\x utv^\^^««v^^j««^ 
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Diseased, and loathaoeie, pervily w«re thrown. 
Far from tbe U^ht of lieaven, they VaHguiah'd theie^ 
UnpitMd, uttering mati^ a bitter graaa ; 
For of t^ieee wretches taken was bo care : 
Fierce fiends, and baigt of hd^ their only •nurees w«r. 

LXXIV. 

Alas ! the change ! from scenes of joy and rest, 
To this dark den, wbere siitikiiess tossM alway, 
Here Lethargy, with deadly sleep op^est, 
Stretched on his back, a mighty lubbard, la^, 
Heaving his sides, and snored night and day ; 
To stir him from his traance it was not eath. 
And his half open'd eyne he shut straightway : . 
He led, I wot, the softest way to death, 
And taught withouten pain and strife to yield the 
breath. 

LXXV. 

Of limbs enormous, but withal unsound, 

Soft-swoln and pale, here lay the Hydropsy : 

Unwieldy man ; with beUy monstrous round, 

For ever fed with watery supply ; 

For still he drank, and yet he still was dry. 

And moping here did Hypochondria sit. 

Mother of spleen, in robes of various die^ 

Who vexed was full oft with ugly fit ; [a wit. 

And some her frantic deem'd, and some her deemM 

LXXVT. 
A lady proud she was, of ancient blood. 
Yet oft her fear hex pi'iA^^ mva^^^ c,«w^«ti\ti!>^ -- 
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She felt, or fancied, in bar flattering mood, 
All the disesBCB which the ipittlet know, 
And mught all phytic which the dhopB beitow, 
And Mill new leechei and new diugi would tij, 
Het humour ever wBTering to and fro ; 
For lometinwi she would laugh and ■amelimeB cr7 i 
Tbea audden waxed wroth, and all sha knew not why. 

LXXVII. 

Fan bj hei lide a listless maiden pio'd. 
With aching head, and aqueamith heait-bandngi ; 
Pale, bloated, cold, she weni'd to hate mankind, 
Yet IotM in *ecret all forbidden things. 
And here (be TMion ihakea his ctailling wiagi ; 
The Bleeplesi Oaui here counu the crowing cocki, 
A wolf now gnawa him, now a aeipeni atinga ; 
Wlule Apoplexy ciamm'd intempeianca knocks 
DowH (o the ground at once, aa butcher (elleth ox. 



CANTO II. 



The kDigUofirtsaod ioduttty, 

And his tehieveiDeats fair ; 
That, by this castle's oveKbrov, 

Secured and crowned were. 



I. 

Escaped the castle of the sire of sin, 
Ah ! where shall I so sweet a dwelling find ? 
For all around, without, and all within, 
Nothing save what delightful was and kind, 
Of goodness savouring and a tender mind, 
E'er rose to view. But now another strain,' 

. Of doleful note, alas ! remains behind : 
I now must sing of pleasure tumM to pain. 

And of the false enchanter Indolence complain. 

II. 

Is there no patron to protect the muse. 
And fence for her Pamasnu'* barren soil ? 
To every labour its reward accrues, 
And they are sure of bread who swink and moil ; 
But a fell tribe /A' Aonian hive despoil. 
As ruthless wasps oft rob the painful bee : 
Thus while the laws not guard that noblest toil, 
Ne for the muses other meed decree, 
They praised are alone) ^nd «VAn« fv^'BtKt:^^ « 
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III. 
I care not, fortune, what jcw me deny ; 
You cannot rob me of free nature^s grace ; 
Tou cannot shut the windows of the sky, 
Through which Aurora shows her brightening face, 
Tou cannot bar my constant fret to trace 
The woods and lawns, by living stream, at eve : 
Let health my nerves and finer fibres brace, 
And I their toys to the grtai children leave : 
Of fancy, reason, virtue, nought can me bereave. 

IV. 

CoHis then, my muse> and raiee a bolder 90b(;; 
Come, lig no more upon the bed of slothi 
Dragging tiie lazy languid line along^ 
Fond to begin, but still to ^ni«h lo4i» 
Thy hal£-writ scrolls all eaten by the moth : 
Arise, and sing that generous imp of ffJDse^ 
Who with the son^ of softness nobly wrotbf 
To sweep away this human Umnber came^ 
Or in a chosen few to rouse the slumbering flame. 

V. 

In Fairy Land there liv'd a knight of old. 
Of feature stern, Selvaggio well yclep'd, 
A rough unpolishM man, robust and bold. 
But wondrous poor : he neither sowM nor reapM. 
Ne stores in summer for cojd winter heap'd : 
In hunting all his days away he wore ; 
JVow scorch' d by June, now in Jiovember steeped, 
Now pinch'd by Vilmg. Jawwirji wix%. 
He still in woods pursued \.bfi\\>Q\i^t^ ^tA^^\««x. 
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VI. 

As be one morning, long before the dawn, 
Prick'd througb the forest to dislodge his prey, 
Deep in the winding bosom of a lawn. 
With wood wild-fring'd, he mark'd a taper's ray, 
That from the beating rain, and wintry fray, 
Did to a lonely cot his steps decoy ; 
There up to ear#the needments of the day, 
He found dame Poverty^ not far nor coy : 
Her he compress'd, and fill'd her with a lusty boy. 

VII. 

Amid the greenwood shade this boy was bred^ 
And grew at last a knight of muchel fame. 
Of active mind and vigorous lustyhed. 
The Knight of Arts and Industry by name. 
Earth was his bed, the boughs his roof did frame, 
He knew no beverage but the flowing stream ; 
His tasteful well-earn'd food the sylvan game. 
Or the brown fruit with which the woodlands teem : 
The same to him glad summer, or the winter breme. 

VIII. 
So passM his youthly morning void of care. 
Wild as the colts that through the commons rvp : 
For him no tender parents troubled were, 
He of the forest seem'd to be the son, 
And certes had been utterly undone ; 
But that Minerva pity of him took. 
With all the gods that love the rural wonne. 
That teach to tame the soil and tv\%^^^'tQKX\ 
Ne did the sacred nine disdain a ^enX\ft\o^» 

u 2 
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IX. 

Of festile gemue him the j nurtured well, 
Ih every science, and in every art, 
By which mankiad the thoughtless brutes^ezed 
That can or use, or joy, or grace impart, 
Disclosing all the powers of head and heart : 
Ne were the goodly exercises spar'd. 
That brace the nerves, or maib the limbs alert 
And mix elastic force with firmness hard : 
Was never knight on ground mote be with him c 
parM. 

X. 

Sometimes, with early morp, he mounted gay 
The hunter-steed, exulting o^er the dale, 
And drew the roseate breath of orient day ; 
Sometimes, retiring to the secret vale, 
Tclad in steel, and bright with burnished mail 
He stramM the bow, or tossM the sounding spi 
Or darting on the goal outstripped the gale, 
Or wheelM the chariot in its mid-career. 
Or strenuous wrestled hard with many a tougli 

XL 

At other times lie pried through nature's store, 
Whatever she in th' ethereal round contains, 
Whate'er she bides beneath her verdant floor, 
The vegetable and the mineral reigns ; 
Or else he scaaa'd the Globe, those small domi 
IVhere restless mortals auch a turmoil keep^ 
Its ^af^ iU floods^ iXft mQ.uTi\«JnA^^\A\\a^gUiB 
But more he seaic^^dc \)kkft mM:A^ viA\^>y2^\» 
Those iBor«a seeds wVioiic^ vi<i>DAtcAt ^t^wa^ 
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XII. 

Kor would he scorn to stoop from high pursuits 
Of heavenly truth, and practise what she thought. 
Vain is the tree of knowledge without fruits, 
Sometimes in hand the spade or plough he caught, 
Forth-calling all with which boon earth is fraught ; 
Sometimes he plied the strong mechanic tool, 
Or rear'd the fabric from the finest draught ; 
* And oft he put himself to Kefptun^s school, 
Fighting with winds and waves on the vext ocean pQol. 

xni. 

To solace then these rougher toils, he tried 
To touch the kindling canvass into life ; 
With nature his creating pencil vied, 
With nature joyous at the mimic strife ; 
Or, to such shapes as grac'd Pi/gmalion^s wife, 
He hew'd the marble ; or, with varied fire, 
He rousM the trumpet and the martial fife. 
Or bade the lute sweet tenderness inspire, 
Or verses fram'd that well might wake A-poUoi^t lyre. 

XIV. 

Accomplish'd thus he from the woods issued. 
Full of great alms, and bent on bold emprise ; 
The work, which long he in his breast had brewM, 
Now to perform he ardent did devise ; 
To wit, a barbarous world to civilize. 
£arth was tiH then a boundless forest wild ; 
Naxight to be seen but sava^ vroc^d^ vcA ^isk^n 
No cities nourished, ajcte, no cuUui^ ^tssS^^ 
No goveinmeniy no laws, no |t,enX\«iT«a.\SftKi.'«.'Bs5v^* 



r 
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XV. 
A rugged wigbt, the wont of brutei, vae mui 
Od hii own wrelched kind be, luthlcss, pnjr^ 
The (trangeit still the weakeet overran ; 
In every country mighty robbera swaj'd, 
And guile and ruffian force were >31 their lrBd> 
Life was a sceoe of rajniK, want, utd wo; 
WUch tliiB brave knight, in noble anger, mad 
To awear, he would the rucal rout o'ertbrow 
For, by llie powers divine, it should no more be 

XVI. 
It would exceed the purport of my aong, 
To sa.y how this bal Stat, from orient climea 
Came beaming life and beauty all along. 
Before hini chaaing indolence end crinies. 
Still as he pass'd, the nations he sublimet, 
And calls forth arts and virtues with his ray: 
TtKD Egspl, Grttet, and Rome, their golden 
Successive, had ; but now in ruins gray 
'niey lie, lo alavish sloth and tyranny a prey. 

xvn. 

To crown hia toils. Sir Induitry then ipiead 
The awelliog sail and made for BrUain'i coai 
A sylvan liie till Ifaen the natives led. 
In the brown (hades and green wood forest lot 
AU careless rambling where it lik'd thero most 
Tieir wealth the wild-de*tboant^D%&iaa^' 

Tbey lodg'd at Urge, and^v'i W wiwi-?* « 
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Save spear and bow witbouten other aid : 
Yet not the Roman steel their naked breast dismay'd. 

xvni. 

He likM the soil, he lik'd the clement skies, 
He likM the verdant hills and flowery fdains, 

Be this my great, my chosen isle (he cries) 
This, whilst my labours JLiherty sustains, 
This queen of ocean all assault disdains. 
Nor lik'd he less the genius of the land, 
To freedom apt, and persevering pains, 
Mild to obey, and generous to command, 

TemperM by ^forming Heaven with kindest, firmeit 
hand. 

XIX. 
Here, by degress, his master-work arose, 
Whatever arts and industry can frame : 
Whatever finished agriculture knows, 
Fair queen of arts! from heaven itself who came, 
When Eden flourish^ in unspotted fame : 
And still with her sweet innocence we iind, 
And tender peace, and joys without a name, 
That, while they ravish, tranquiliae the mind : 

Nature and art at once, delight and use combined. 

XX. 

Then towns he quicken'd by mechanic arts, 
And bade the fervent city glow with toil : 
Bade social commerce raise renowned marts, 
Join land to land, and marry soil to soil^ 
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UniM the poUi, and without blood; 
Bring home of either intf the gorgeoi 
Or, ahould despotic tnge the world i 
BiJe ^lODti tiemble on remotest ib 
While o'ec th' enciicling deep Bri 

XXI, 

The drooping mu»e> then he westwa: 
From the fura'd city" by Preponti^ 
What tinu the Turk tli' enfeebled O- 
Thence from their doiiter'd walta hi 
And brought them to anothei CaitaU 
Where /fit many a famous nursling 
Or where old Cam eoft paces o'ei th 
In pendve mood, and tunei hia Dor 
The whiln hii flocka at large the loneli 

XXU. 
Tet the line ftrta were what he finid 
For why ? They are the qulntessenc 
The growth of labouring time, and al 
Unleaa, ai seldom chances, it ahould 
That nughiy patrooa tbe coy sisters t 
Up to the aunshine of uncumber'd eas 
Where no rude care the moualing tboi 
And where they nothing have to do b 
Ah ! gracioui God ! thou Imow'it the; 
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XXIII. 

now, alas ! we live too late in time : 
patrons now even grudge that little claim, 
ipt to such as sleek the soothing rhyme ; 
yet) forsooth, they wear Macemu^ name, 
sons of puft-up vanity, not fame, 
roken spirits, cheer ! still, still remains 
Eternal Patronj Liberty; whose flame, 
le she protects, inspires the noblest strains^ 
st, and sweetest far, are toil-created gains. 

XXIV. 

n as the night had framed, in Brttaiti'Land, 
itchless form of glorious government, 
hich the sovereign laijirs alone conmiand, 
\ 'stablished by the public free consent, 
se majesty is to the sceptre lent ; 
n this great plan, with each dependent art; 
settled firm, and to his heart's content, 
. sought he from the toilscmie scene to part, 
life's vacant eve breathe quiet thro' the heart. 

XXV. 

his he chose a farm in Devd't vale, 
re his long alleys peep'd upon the main, 
IS calm seat he drew the healthful gale, 
mix'd the chief, the patriot, and the swain, 
lappy monarch of his sylvan train, 
sided by the guradians of the fold, 
alk'd his rounds, and cheetM Vi\^ \s\ftsX 4s«»alv^^ 
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XXVI. 
WiliUBS, ye lowing bards, who ga»a hin 
Witnsaa, je flocke, whose woolly vestm 
Exceed soft India'i cotton, or her nik; 
WiinEsD, with autumn charg'd, (he nodd 
Thai homeward came benealh aweel ei 
Or of Sfplember-iaoons llw radiance mi 
O hiitc thy haad, abominable war I 
Of ciiinea and ruffian idlauess the child' 
From heaven this life yspruiu, Eiaia hellth 



Nor froni hi 



iriusiT^. 



Slill, as *ith grateful 
New scenes arise, new iaiiilskips strike 
And all Ih' enliveu'd country beautify ; 
Gny plaini extend where marshes ilept 
Cer recent meads Ih' eiulling Elreamle 
Dark frowning heaths grow bright with 
And woodB- Imbrown the sleep, or wa 
shore. 
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Yet on; heir beauties durst not art encroach ; 
Tis ait*f alone the beauties to expand. 
In graceful dance immingled) o'er the land. 
Pony Pales, Flora, ^nd Pomona play'd : 
Here too brisk gales the rude wild common fann'd 
An happj place ; where free, and unafraid, 
iaid the flowing brakes each eoyer creature stray'd, 

XXIX. 

But in prime vigour what can last fi>r i^e f 
That wul-enfcebling wicard Indoknee, 
I whilom sung, wrought in his works decay ! 
Spread for and wide was his curs'd influence ; 
Of public virtue much he dull'd the sense, 

. Even much of private^; eat our spirit out, 
And led our rank luxurious vices ; whence 
The land was overlaid with many a k>ue; 

Kot, as old fame reports, wise, genevoui, bold, a 
stout. 

XXX. 

A rage of pleasure madden'd every breast, 
Down to the lowest lees the ferment ran : 
To hie licentious wish each must be blest. 
With joy be fever'd ; snatch it as he can. 
Thus Vice the standard rear'd ; her arrier ban 
Corruption ca]Vd, and^loud she gave the word, 
'< Mind, mind yourselves ! why riiould the vul( 
man 
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" The lacquey be more yirtuous than 1 
** Enjoy this span of life ! His all the godi 

The tidings reach'd to where, in quiet 
The good old knight enjoy'd well-earn' 
<< Come, come, Sir Knight I thy childrei 
<< Come, save us yet, ere ruin round u: 
« The demon Indolence thy toils o'ertl 
On this the noble colour stain'd his chei 
Indignant glowing through the whitenii 
Of venerable eld ; his eye-full speaks 
His ardent soul, and from his couch at oi 

XXXII. 

I will, ^e cried,) so help me God ! d 
That villain Archimage. — ^His page t) 
He to him called, a fiery-footed boy, 
Benempt Despatch. '< My steed be 
<< My bard attend ; quick, bring the 
This net was twisted by the sisters t 
Which when once cast o'er harden'' 
Repentance comes ; replevy cannot 
From the strong iron grasp of vengefi 

XXXIII. 

He came, the bard, a little druid- 
Of wither'd aspect ; but his eye v 
With sweetness mix'd. In russet 
As is bis *si8ter of the copses ^rc 

* The NighlVn^a.\e 
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He crept along, unpromising of mien. 
Gross he who judges so. His soul was fair, 
Bright as the children of yon azure sheen. 
True comliness, which nothing can impair. 
Dwells in the mind : all else is vanity and glare. 

XXXIV. 

Come, (quoth the knight,) aroice has reachM'mine 

ear: 
The demon Indolence threats overthrow 
To all that to mankind is good and dear : 
Come PhiUrmdus ; let us instant go, 
Overturn his bowers, and lay his castle low. 
Those men, those wretched men ! who vnUhe slaves; 
Must drink a bitter wrathful cup 6f wo : 
But some there be, thy song, as from their gravesg 
Shall raise. Thrice happy he ! who without rigour 

saves. 

XXXV. 

Issuing forth, the knight bestrode his steed. 
Of ardent bay, and on whose front a star [breed 

Shone blazing bright : sprung from the generoys 
That whirl of active day the rapid car. 
He pranc'd along disdaining gate or bar. 
Meantime, the bard on milk-white palfrey rode ; 
An honest, sober beast, that did not mar 
His meditations, but full softly trode : 
And much they moralizM as thus yfere they yode. 
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XZXVI. 

Tbe; IBlk'd of viitue, uid orhonaD Min, 
What «lac lo fit tm man to nttls veil * 
And nill their long resesrches nntiatUi, 
Tbii Trvtii ^ TruOu, which nothing can relU 
" From viitue'e fount the puteal joys itut-well, 
*' Sweel tVAt of thought thai cteei the coBwaouj 
" While vice pouti forth the tcoubled stieam o 
"The which, howe'ei dhguje'd, M lait with d 
" Win thro' the taitui'd biewt theii fiaiy MiniU 

XXXVU. 
At length it daiva'd, that fatal valley gaj, 
O'er which high weod-etown'd hills their Bt 
On the cool height a while out palniera naj. 
And qate even of tfaeimelvee tbeii Miiaae datia 
Then to the wizard's wonne their nep* they stc 
Like a green isle, it broad bsneatb them sprea 
Withgardens round, and wandering current* c 
And tufled grovel to Ehade the meadow-bedi 
Sweet airs and >ODgi and without hurry aiU agem'' 

XXX VUI. 
'■Ai God •baU judge aut Itni^t, we muK fargi 
(The hAlf-«iir^Wi'd Pkilomdu* cried) 
" The frail 0>od nan dchided hece to lin, 
" And in these groree bdi musiiig intzf Ude. 
"Ahl oavght i*jwre. It eanoot be denied, 
" That viitiie ctill lome tincbne hw of vice, 
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"And vice of virtue. What should then betide, 
'^ But that our charity be not too nice ? 
" Come, let us those we can to real bliss entice." 

XXXIX. 

"Ay, sicker, (quoth the knight,) all flesh is frail, 
" To pleasant sin and joyous dalliance bent ; 
*^ But let not brutish vice of this avail, 
^' And think to 'scape deserved punishment. 
" Juttiee were cruel weajdy to relent ; 
'< From Mercy's self she got her sacred glaive : 
** Grace be to those who can, and will, repent ; 
" But penance, long and dreary, to the slave, 
'* Who must in floods of fire his gross foul spirit lav( 

XL. 
Thus, holding high discourse, they came to where 
The cursed carle was at his wonted trade ; 
Still tempting heedless men into his snare, 
In witching wise, as I before have said. 
But when he saw, in goodly geer array'd. 
The grave majestic knight approaching nigh. 
And by his side the bard so sage and staid. 
His countenance fell ; yet oft his anxious eye 
Mark'd them, like wily fox who roosted cock doth sp 

XLI. 
Nathless, with feign'd respect, he bade give back 
The rabble-rout, and welcom*d them full kind ; 
Struck with the noble twain, they were not slack 
His orders to obey, and fall behind. 
Then he resum'd his song ; and unconfinM, 
Pour*d ail his music, tan Xhto^^^ ^\ia& iicc»s^*. 




XUL 
Htte in Ihau^ ha counied then fati n 
Thef QMsn'd so mtent widi fiiVI det^ : 
But the J loslesd, as if tnunmew'd io Mo 
MuvclTd Iw cotdd with Buck aweet art u 
Tba lighta koS ab&dM of mamicra, wtoof 
McsoUinq, the ^j crowd the chann dem 
Wids prening to the gate. Swift on die 
He darted fierce, v> drag him to his bowe 
Who ttack'niog Bhunn'd hie touch, for well 

zuu. 

Alia ihioBg'daiiipbitheatreorotd, 
The WBiy* itettsniu tiappM Ikii Ibe { 
Even so ihe-luiight istntniag snJuai bold, 
At once iavolv'd him id Uie Jftt^ Wo, 
Whereof I mealion made not long ago. 
Eurag'd «t fir»c, iie'SSBni'd lo weak a jaiJ 
Aad leM^ and flrw, and daoncad to and 
Bat wJWbiIh found tlwt nothiog could af 
He set him felly dowu and gnaw'd his bitle: 

XUV. 
Alam'd, die inferior demons of tlie plMS 
'RaiaMru«nil'BhriekFand hideoas ytS^axi 

'^ tltaittar, •kOMdeawatMML.nUB^hetl 
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ilack ttormy clouds deform'd the welkin^i face, 

Ind from beneath wdmhtBxd a wailing soundy 

is of infernal pprj^hta iu cavern beund ; 

k soleoio sadness erezy creature strook, 

i4id [^gtttpii\g8 flash'dy and horror rock''d the pound : 

[ug9 crowds on crowds outpour'dy wHh Msnish'd 

i^if OP tuoe^siast Teige this frajne^rfthingshad shook . 

XLV. 

oon &B the short-liv'd tesapest was yspent, 
tMMuM from the jaws of vext Avemus' hoto, 
LQd hush'd the hubbub of the rabblement, 
ir Industry the first calm moment stole. 
'There must, (he cried,) amid. so rast a shoal, 
'Be some who are not tainted at the heart, 
' Not ^oisonM quite by this same villain's bowl : 
' Cooie then, my. bard, thy heaveuly fire impart ; 
'ouch souii wHh sou], till forth the latent spirit itart." 

XLVI. 

!*he baid obeyM ; and taking from hb side, 
Vliere it in^emly sort depending hung, 
lis British harp, its speaking strings he tried, 
:*he which with skilful touch he deffly strung, 
'ill tinkling in clear symphony they rungp 
'heo, as he feh the muses-come along, 
light 4i'«r the chords his raptur'dhaiMl he flung, 
dod play^ a prelude lo his rising s*!^ : 
) whilst, like midnight mute, ten thousand round 
him throng. 



I 



XLvn. 

Thus ardent bursthia strain. 

" Diie-laboucing here to smooiher reasoa'e ray, 
" Thai lights oor Maker's image in our fece, 
" And gives ub wide o'er earth unquestion'd tWBjr : 
"What is th' ndoi'd ruprcme Perfalion, «ay? 
"What, but eternal nevet-reBting soni, 
" Almighty power, and Bll-direcling day ; 
" By whom each atom stirs, the planets roll ; 
"Who Bits, Buttounds, informs, and agitates ibewholE' 

XLVllI. 

"Come, lolhe beaming Odd your hearts unfold! 
" Draw from iis Ibiiniain life ! Tia ihence, alone, 
>' WecanexceL Upftom uafeeling mould, 
« To seraphs burning round th' Abmf^tl^t Onme, 
" Life liring still on life, in higher tooe, 
" Perrection forniB, and with perleclioD bliss. 
" In universal nature this clear ■hown, 
" Not needelh proof; to prove it were, I wis, 
" To piove the beauteous world excels the biuie abysi. 

sux. 

" Is not the field, with lively culture graen, 
" A sight more joyous than the dead mocasi i 
" Do ikot the skies with active ether cteao, 
" And fann'd by sprightly Zephyrs, far nilplN 
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^< The Ibul Novei^be^-fogSi and slumberous masS) 
" With which sad nature veils her drooping face ^ 
<< Doea not the mountain-stream, as clear as glass, 
" Gay-dancing on, the putrid pool disgrace f 
" The same in all hold? true, but chief in human race. 

L. 

<< It was not "by vile loitering and ease, 
"That Greece obtainM the brighter palm of art, 
<< That soft yet ardent Athens leam'd to please, 
<< Tokeen the wit, and to sublime the heart, 
" In all supreme ! complete in every part ! 
« It w^s ru>t thence majestic Rfnne arose, 
<( And o^er the nations shook her conquering da)'t ' 
<< For sluggard's brow the laurel never grows ; 
<^ Rpnown is Aot the <duld flf indolent repose* 

U. 

« Had unanbidiHis mortals mindad nanght, 
** But in loose joy Jiheir time to wear away ;' 
<<Had they alone the lap of dalliance sought, 
" Pleas'd on her pillow their dull heads to lay, 
<< Rude nature's state had been our state tO'^ay ; 
<< No cities e'er their towery &onts had rai8'<l9 
«No a^ had stade us opulent and gay ; 
" With brother-4>rute8 the human xaoe Md jgras'd ; 
'< None e'er had soar'd to lame^ none l^nour'd. been, 
nerne prajis'd. 

Ln. 

« Great Noma^t eopg had never .fir'd the breast 
f< To thirst of glory, and Viaccmc ^jm!^ \ 
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■■ Sweet Man'i mate, Bunk in inglorioot i 
" Had nlent slept unid the Jtfineion reedi 
« The wits of modem tinie had told (helt I 
■' And monkish legend* been thelc onljrMn 
"Our Mtitm^iEiai had lain wrapt in wc 
<■ Our Suiktptan itioU'd and laugh'd willi 

'■ Ne hsd m; mutei Spemer diam'd b 

un. 

<' Dumb too bad been the sage historic mu- 
" And perish d all the torn of ancient fam 
■• Those Biari? ligtiis of virtue, that diffun 
"Th[ou|h the dark depth of time theit rii 
« Had all been Ion with such as hsre m> t 
« Who then bad scorn'd his ease for othen 
*■ Who then had toU'd lapacious men to tv 
<■ Who in (he public btench deToled itopd, 
<' And Ibr bil countrj's cnuae been pradigBl 

LIV, 
" Bui should to bme jour beam uiiii»Iin( 
"If right I read, you pleasure all require : 
" Then hear bow beil may be obtain'd thii 
"How best anjoy'd thitnature'swide deiin 
" Toil, and be glad 1 let industry inspire 
" Into your quit^n'd limbs her buoyant bi 
■■ Who does not act is dead ; absorpt entin 
"In muy sloth, nopnde,tuii<i^ he hath: 
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LV. 

*^ Ah ! what avail the largest gifts of Heaeen^ 
'< When drooping health and spirits go amiss ? 
. '' How tastelsss then whatever can be given ? 
<< Health is the vital principle of bliss, 
<* And exercise of health. In proof of this, 
^'Behold the wretch, who slugs his life away, 
<< Soon swallow'd in disease's sad abyss : 
*^ While he whom toil has brac'd, or manly play, 
'^Has light as air each limb, each thought as clear 
as day. 

LVI. 

<< O who can speak the vigorous joys of health ! 
<< Unclogg'd the body, unobscur'd the mind : 
<< The morning rises gay, with pleasing stealth, 
<< The temperate evening falls serene and kind. 
^* In health the wiser brutes true gladness find. 
<' See ! how the younglings frisk along the meads 
<< As May comes on, and wakes the balmy wind ; 
" Rampant with life, their joy all joy exceeds : 
*^ Vet what but high-strung health this dancing plea- 
saunce breeds ? 

LVII. 

<< But here, instead, is fosterM every ill, 

^< Which or distemper'd minds or bodies know. 

''Come then, my kindred spirits ! do not spill 

" Your talents here. This place has but a show, 

<< Whose charms delude you to the den of wo : 

'< Come, follow me, I will direct you right, 

*^ Where pleasure's roses, void ol «M,^\)Xv>^ew«> 
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" Sincere eii tweet ; come, folloir this good knight, 
" And you will bleu the day that brought him to you 
ughl. 

LVin. 
" Some be will lead to cotuts, and some to cemiie ; 
" To seaelBi lome, and public lage debatei, 
" When, b; the tolenin gleam e£ midDight'lai^i, 
" The world is pois'd, and maaag'd m^hly (tatei ; 
" To bi^ digcovBTj some, that Dew-createe 
"tbt ftuieofeaith; aome to the thiiviag nan, 
" Some to the luial leign, and loAer fstea } 
" To the iweet muses some, who raise die beait : 
" All glory shall be youii, all nature, and all ait. 
UX. 
" There aie, I see, who listen to my lay, 
" Who wretched logh for Time, but deqnir: 
" All may be done, (methinki I beai them My,) 
" Even death despls'd by generoue Hotlom fail ; 
" All hut fbi Aose who lo these bowen repair, 
" Their enreif power dissolv'd in luxury, 
"To quit of torpid eluggishness the lair, 
"Andfkvm the poweiiul arai) of sloth get free. 
" Tis rising from the dead — Alas ! — it canoot be ! 
LX. 
" Would you than learn to dieripaie the band 
" Of these hup thraatsning difficulties dire, 
" That in the weak nmn's wny like lions etand. 
" His laul appa,!, aiKl damp his rising file f 
" Resolve, retolTe, and to be men aspire. 
"Exert that nobleit prlvi\e|,e, «.\anc, 
"Hereto mankind indnl^A-. conwtAftt'tat-- 
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" Let godlike reason, from her sovereign throile, 
" Speak the commanding word—-/ wiO ! wtA it ib done. 

LXI. 

'< Heavens ! can you then thas waste, in riiameful 

wise, 
<<YoaT few important days of trial here ? 
'< Heirs of eternity t yborn to rise 
*< Through endless states of being, still more near 
" To bliss approaching, and perfection clear, 
^' Can you renounce a fortune so sublime, 
^* Such glorious hopes, your backward steps to steer, 
^< And roll, with vilest brutes, through mud and shme f 
*<No ! no ! — Tour heaven-touch'd hearts disdain the 

sordid crime ?* 

Lxn. 

<< Enough ! enough l** they eried — straight, from the 

crowd. 
The better sort on wings of transport fly : 
As when amid the lifeless summits proud 
Of jilpine clifis, where to the gelid Ay 
Snows pil'd on snows in wintry torpor lie. 
The rays divine of vernal Phtfnu play ; 
Th' awaken'd heaps, in streamlets from on high, 
RousM into action, lively leap away, [g^J* 

Glad warbling through the vales, in thehr new being 

Lxm. 

Not less the Hfe, the vivid joy serene. 
That lighted up these new created meu^ 
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Thau that which wings th^ exulting spirit cU 
IVhen just deliver^ from this fleshy den. 
It soaring seeks its native skies agen : 
How light its essence ! bow uncloggM its poi 
Bejond the blazon of my mortal pen ! 
Even so we glad forsook these sinful bowerft 
Even such enrapturM lifey such energy was our 

LXIV. 

But far the greater part, with rage inflam'd, 
Dire-mutter'd curses, and blasphemM high J 
^< Ye sons of hate I (they bitterly exclfum'd] 
<< What brought you to this seat of peace and 
<< While with kind nature here, amid the gr 
<< We passM the harmless sabbath of our iim 
<< What to disturb it could^ fell men, remove 
<< Your barbarous hearts ! Is happiness a cri 
<< Then do the fiends of hell rule in yon heaven 
lime." 

LXV. 

« Ye impious wretches,'' (quoth the knight in 
<< Your happiness behold !''— Then straight a 
He wav'd, on anti-magic power that hath. 
Truth from illusive falsehood to command. 
Sudden the landskip sinks on every hand ; 
The pure quick streams are marshy puddles 1 
On baleful heaths the groves all blackenM st 
And o'er the weedy foul abhorred ground, 
Snakes, adders, toads, each loathsome creatur 
turouttd. 
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LXVI. 

\nd here and there, on trees by lightning scath'd^ 
Jnhappy wights who loathed life yhung ; 
3r, in fresh gore and recent murder bathed, 
Fhcy weltering lay ; or else, infuriate flung 
!nto the gloomy flood, while ravens sung 
The funeral dirge, they down die torrent roUM : 
These by distemperM blood to madness stung, 
lad doomM themselves ; whence oft, when night 

controU' d 
The world returning hither their sad spirits howlV. 

Lxvn. 

kleantime a moving scene was open laid ; 
That lazar-house, I whilom in my lay 
)epainted have, its horrors deep display'dy 
Vnd gave unnumberM wretches to the day, 
Yho tossing there in squalid misery lay. 
>oon as of sacred light th' unwonted cmile 
Pour'd on these living catacombs its ray, 
Through the drear caverns stretching many a mile, 
le sick up-raisM their beads and dropp'd their woes 
a while. 

Lxvra. 

* O heaven ! (they cried) and do we once more see 

< Yon blessed sun and this green earth so fair? 
'Are we from noisome damps of pest-<house free ? 

< And drink our souls the sweet ethereal air ? 

' O thou ! or knight, or god ! who holdest there 

< That fiend, oh keep him in eternal chains ! 
' But what for us, the children of despair, 

* Brought to the brink oC V\eW, vj\v»x>Ba^ \«tB«xBA\ 
^pentance does itseU but ;i«gtvj^\A «^^ ^"wxas.^ 
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LXIX. 

Thf gentle Knighty who saw their ni 
Let fall adown his silver beard some 
<< Certes (quoth he) it is not even in 
<< T'undo the past^ and eke your brol 
<<Nathles8| to nobler worlds repentai 
*f With humble hope her eye ; to hei 
<* A power the truly contrite heart th( 
^' She quells the brand by which the ri 
^' She more than merely softens, she rejc 

LXX. 

<< Then patient bear the sufferings yo 
<< And by these sufiferings purify the i 
<* Let wisdom be by past misconduct 
<< Or pious die, with penitence resign 
*< And to a life more happy and refin 
<< Doubt not, you shall, new creature 
" Till theDi you may expect in me ti 
<' One who mH wipe your sorrow frc 
((One who wiU eooth your pangsy an 

the dues." 

LXXI. 
They silent heard, and pourM their 1 
<< For you (resumed the Knight with 
<^ Whose hard dry hearts th' obdi 

searsj, 

<< That villain's gifts will cost you n 

a In dolorous mansion long you mui 

" His fotal charms, and weep your < 

^^ TiU, ioft and pvuw as infant goodn 
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<< You feel a perfect change : then, who can say, 
'^ What grace may yet shine forth in heaven's eter- 
nal day." 

LXXII. 
This said, his powerful wand he wav'd anew ; 
Instant, a glorious angel-train descends. 
The Charities, to wit, of ropy hue, 
Sweet love their looks a gentle radiance lends. 
And with seraphic flame compassion blends. 
At once, delighted, to their charge they fly : 
When lo ! a goodly hospital ascends ; 
In which they bade each lenient aid be nigh, 
That could the sick-bed smooth of that sad company. 

LXXIII. 

It was a worthy edifying sight. 

And gives to human kind peculiar grace, 

To see kind hands attending day and night, 

With tender ministry, from place to place. 

Some prop the head ; some, from the pallid face 

Wipe off the faint cold dews weak nature 8he4s ; 

Some reach the healing draught : the whilst, to 

chase 
The fear supreme, around their soften'd beds. 
Some holy man by prayer all opening heaven dis- 
preads. 

LXXIV. 
Attended by a glad acclaiming train, 
Of those he rescued had from gaping hell, 
Then turn'd the Knight ; and, to his hall again 
Soft-pacing, sought of peace the mossy cell : 
Yet down his cheeks the ^<&m& Oll^\^:^l€^^ 
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To see the helpless wretches that remainM 
There left through delves and deserts dire to yell ; 
AmnzM their looks with pale dismay were stainM, 
And spreading wide their hands, they meek repen- 
tance feign'd. 

LXXV. 

But ah ! their scorned day of grace was past ; 
For (horrible to tell) a desert wild 
Before them stretchM, bare, comfortless, and vast, 
With gibbets, bones, and carcasses defilM. 
There nor trim field, nor lively culture smilM ! 
Nor waving shade was seen, nor fountain fair ; 
But sands abrupt on sands lay loosely pilM, [care, 
Through which they floundering toilM with painful 

Whilst Phabus smote them sore, and fir'd the cloud- 
less air. 

LXXVI. 
Then varying to a joyless land of bogs, 
The sadden'd country a gray waste appear'd ; 
Where naught but putrid streams and noisome fogs 
For ever hung on drizzly ^tuter*s beard ; 
Or else the ground by piercing Caunu searM 
Was jagg'd with frost, or heapM with glazed snow. 
Thro' these extremes a ceaseless round they steer'd, 
By cruel fiends still hurried to and fro, 

(iaunt Beggary y and Scorn, with many hell-hounds 
moe. 

LXXVII. 
The first was with base dunghill rags yclad. 
Tainting the gale, in which they fluttered light ; 
Of morbid hue his features, suti3l, ^tv^ «ql^\ 

His hallow eyne shools; forth a svcVA^ Y\^V\ 
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And o'er bid lank jaw-bone, in piteous plight, 
His black rough beard was matted rank and vile ; 
Direful to see ! an heart-appalling sight ! 
Meantime foul scurf and blotches him defile : 

And dogs, where'er he went, still barked all the 
while. 

LXXVIII. 
The other was a fell despiteful fiend : 
Hell holds none worse in baleful bower below : 
By pride, and wit, and rage, and rancour, keen'd ; 
Of man alike, if good or bad, the foe ; 
With nose up-turn'd, he always made a show 
As if he felt some nauseous scent ; his eye 
Was cold, and keen, like blast from boreal snow ; 
And taunts he casten forth most bitterly. 

Such were the twain that off drove this ungodly fh'. 

LXXIX. 

Even so through Brentford town, a town of mud, 
An herd of bristly swine is prick'd along ; 
The filthy beasts, that never chew the cud, [song, 
Still grunt, and squeak, and sing their troublous 
And oft they plunge themselves the mire among : 
But aye the ruthless driver goads them on. 
And aye of barking dogs the bitter throng 
Makes them renew their uimielodious moan : 
^p over find they re?t from their unresting fone. 
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